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ARREN BIGELOW, the Finger Print Detective, was 
making his usual review in the morning newspapers. 
He had just finished reading the press reports of the daring 
robbery of the offices of the T—O—Company when the tele- 
hone on his desk rang. Central Office was calling, asking 
bim to come immediately to the scene of the robbery. 
Although he drove his high powered roadster rapidly and 
arrived shortly at his destination, he had plenty of time to 
consider the main features of thecase as reportea by the press. 
The job had undoubtedly been done by skilled cracksmen 
and robbers of uncommon nerve. Sixty-five hundred dollars 
in currency —the company pay-roll—were gone. Not a single, 
apparent clew had been found by the police. 


Finger Print Expert Solves Mystery 


On his arrival, Bigelow was greeted by Nick Austin, Chief 
of Detectives, who had gone over the ground thoroughly. 

“Hello, Warren. Here's a job that has us stumped. I 
hope you can unravel it for us." 

By this time, the district officers and the operatives from 
Central Offices had almost given up the investigation. After 
hours of fruitless efforts, their 
work was at a standstill. "They 
were completely baffled. 

With lively interest and a 
feeling of relief they stepped 
back to await the result ofthe 
Finger Print Detective's find- 
ings. They were plainly awed 
at his quiet, assured manner. 
The adroit old Chief himself : 
was manifestly impressed at the quick, sure way in which 
Bigelow made his investigation. 


Thief Leaves Indisputable Evidence 
of His Identity 


Almost immediately Bigelow turned his attention to a heavy 
table which had been tipped up on its side. Examination of 
the glossy mahogany showed an excellent set of finger prints. 
The thief might just as well have left his calling card. 

To make a long story short his prints were photographed and 
taken to Central Office, where they were matched with those of 
“Big Joe" Moran, a safe blower well known to the police. 
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Moran wassubsequently caught and ‘convicted on Bigelow's 
testimony and finger-print proof. Most of the money wasrecov- 
ered. In the meantime the T—O—Company had offered a $500.00 
reward, which wasgiven to Bigelow; his pay for two hour's work 
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Learn at Home in Spare Time 
Could you imagine more a than this? Often life and 
p depend upon decisions of finger print evidence—and big rewards 
o 
p huganda o trained men arenow needed ip this great ld, The finger 
work of governmen ice 
agencies and individuals has created a new profession. 
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Experts Highly Paid 
Many rts larly earn from $3,000 to $10,000 a in this fascinat- 
ing game. And now youcan easily learn the secretsof anew Üclence in pour 
Spies time—at home. Any man with common school education and average 
can become a Finger Print e in a surp time. 

WITH COURSE:— 
Professional Finger Print Outfit and 

Course in Secret Service 
For a_ limited time we are making a 
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te quickly for fully illustrated 
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plainsthis wonderful training in de- 
tail. Don't wait until this offer has 
expired—mail the coupon now. You 
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of the younger generation 


often hold a wrong view 


of feminine hygiene 





HE young married woman en- 
ters in many cases a new world, 
an entirely new circle. The old 
background gradually fades away. 
In its place come new interests, 
new friends and new confidences. 


Between woman and woman there 
is a bond which no man can un- 
derstand. There is a helpfulness, a 
community of spirit, concerning 
the most delicate matters. Hygiene 
matters which bear heavily upon 
the health and happiness of every 
woman. 


The pity of it is that so much of 
this confidential information is in- 
accurate. Because wrong or mis- 
leading information is often more 
damaging than no information at 
all. Many a woman has suffered 
because some friend does not have 
the simple womanly frankness to 
tell her the truth as it is known 
today. 

No need to continue 

running these risks 


Women of refinement have long 
understood the necessity for femi- 
nine hygiene. Physicians and nurses 
have endorsed the practice. It is a 
recognized regimen of health. The 
thing that has caused many women 
to hesitate is the danger lying in 
the use of poisonous antiseptics 
such as bichloride of mercury and 
carbolic acid preparations. 

To all these women it can now bc 
said, "There is no need to con- 
tinue running these risks. There 
is no need to use these poisonous 
compounds." There is 
now available a product 
which puts an end to the 
skull-and-crossbones in 
the family medicine chest. 
Its name is Zonite, that re- 








markable form of antiseptic dis- 
covered during the World War and 
now made available in bottled 
form in practically every drugstore 
in the United States, no matter 
how small your town may be. 


Zonite is absolutely non-poisonous, 
absolutely safe to use. 


Compare the strength of Zonite 
with carbolic acid 


Here ate a few facts about Zonite. 
It will not injure nor harden the 
most delicate membranes. Its use 
will not result in arcas of scar- 
tissuc. It carries no danger of ac- 
cidental poisoning. And yet, in 
effectiveness and strength, Zonite 
is just as remarkable as it 
is in itssafety. Asa matter 
of fact, Zonite is far more 
powerful than any dilution 
of carbolic acid that can be 
safely used on the body. 








This free booklet gives 
all the facts frankly 


There is not spacc here to go into 
this subject more deeply, but our 
Women's Bureau has developed a 
compact booklet which contains 
full information on this important 
subject. It is a booklet for one 
woman to give to another—for a 
mother to hand to her daughter. 
It is really a duty to read it, for it 
brings this whole matter down to 
plain terms in a refined, modera, 
scientific way. Send for a booklet 
by today's mail. Zonite Products 
Company, 250 Park Avenue, New 
York, N. Y. 


ZONITE PRODUCTS COMPANY 
250 Park Avenue, New York, N. Y. 
Please send me free copy of the Zonite 
booklet or booklets checked below: 
Feminine Hygiene 
Use of Antiseptics in the Home 
(Please print name) 


Name....-...--- cce ee eres sese esee — 


Address 
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Don't Miss the Next Issue! 
In it you will find: 


THE INSIDE STORY OF THE WHOSE SON SHALL DIE NEXT? 
CATHERINE GING MURDER Have you ever heard of a "murder 
school?" This story lays bare condi- 
tions among our youth, hardly con- 
ceivable. 


THE GREAT CAVANAUGH SWINDLE 


Mark Mellen, well known to our read- 
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The facts about one of the most sensa- 
tional murder cases of the Middle West. 
Every line has a thrill. 


INTO THE NIGHT AMBUSH 


Swift, throbbing drama of a fight to ers, gives a vivid account of how Wayne 

the death with a band of Canadian bor- Cavanaugh was swindled out of an enor- 

der rum runners. mous fortune in Florida, by con men. 
THE UNWRITTEN EVIDENCE THE WHITE FACE AT THE WINDOW 

Unvarnished account of a famous case How a young detective ran to earth a 

in Massachusetts, where a woman was gang of the most vicious opium smug- 

buried alive. Here the facts are given glers that ever infested New York’s 

' to the public for the first time. Chinatown. 


These are but a few of the gripping, thrilling detective stories appearing in the 
October issue. Order your copy now! On the news-stands September 15th. 
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Amazingly Easy Way 


to 


et into ELECTRICITY 


, Don’t spend your life waiting for $5 raises in a dull, hopeless job. Now 
... and forever . . . say good-bye to 25 and 35 dollars a week. Let 
me show you how to qualify for jobs leading to salaries of $50, $60 
and up, a week, in Electricity —NOT by correspondence, but by an 
amazing way to teach, that makes you an electrical expert in 90 days! 
Getting into Electricity is far easier than you imagine! 


Learn Without Lessons i 90s 


ACK of experience—age, 
or education bars no one. 
I don’t care if you don't 
know an armature from an 
air brake — I don't expect 
you to! I don't care if you're 
16 years old or 48—it makes 
no difference! Don't let lack 
of money sto op you. Most of 
the men at Coyne have no 
more money than you have. 
That’s why I have worked 
out my astonishing offers. 


Railroad Fare 
Allowed 


I will allow your railroad 
fare to Chicago, and if you 
should need part-time work 
I'll assist you to it. Then, in 
12 brief weeks, in the great 
roaring shops of Coyne, I 
train you as you never 
dreamed you could be trained 
. On the greatest outlay of 
electrical apparatus ever as- 
sembled .,. costing hundreds 
of thousands of dollars . . . 


real dynamos, engines, power plants, 
transmitting 
stations . . . everything from door- 
bells to farm power and lighting... 
. in full operation every 


autos, switchboards, 


full-sized . 
day! 


Lessons 


No dull books, no baffling charts 

ELECTRICAL SCHOOL 
H. C. LEWIS, President, Dept. 67-62 

Established 1899 


COYN 


500-524 S. Paulina St., Chicago 


] Prepare For Jobs 


Like These 


Here are a few of hundreds 
of positions open to Coyre- 
trained men. Our free emi- 
per ment bureau gives you 
ifetime employment service. 
Armature Espert 1008 Wosk 
a Wee 
Substation Operat: r 
a Week 
Auto Electrician $1 » a Wen 
Inventor = Unlimited 
Maintenance Engineer 
$150 a Week 
Service Station Owner 
$200 a Week 
Radio Expert - $100 a Week 





Now In Our 
New Home 
This is our new, fi f. 

modern home wherein is 
Installed thou 'usands of dol- 
ars, m of thenewest 
ELE inum 
cal Egu n 
finds. 9: ‘pment o! 
st amount ef 1 


ctric 


space devote: to she ex- ^ 2. | 
No Books—No Printed et sates E hr | 4 


ran to make you happy 
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... all real actual work... 
building real batteries... 
winding real armatures, 
operatingrealmotors, dyna- 
mos and generators, wiring 
houses, etc., etc. That's a 
glimpse of how we make 
you a master electrician in 
90 days, teaching you far 
morethantheaverage 
ordinary electrician ever 
knows and fitting you to 
step into jobs leading to 
big pay immediately after 
graduation. Here, in this 
world-famous Parent school 
—and nowhere else in the 
world—can you get such 
training! 


Jobs, Pay, Future 


Don't worry about a job, 
Coyne training settles the 
job question for life. De- 
mand for Coyne men often 


details of Ratlroad Fare to 
Service, Radio and Tyee Courses, and how I can 


by any 


exceeds the supply. Our employment 
bureau gives you lifetime service. Two 
weeks after graduation, Clyde F. Hart got 
a position as electrician with the Great 
Western Railroad at over $100 a week. 
That’s not unusual. We can point to many 
of Coyne men making up to $600 a month. 
$60 a week is only the beginning of your 
opportunity. You can go into radio, bat- 
tery or automotive electrical business for 
yourself and make up to $15,000 a year. 


Get the Facts 


Coyne is your one great chance to get into elece 
tricity. Every obstacle is removed. This school is 28 
years old—Coyne training is tested—proven beyond 
all doubt—endorsed by many large electrical con- 
cerns. You can find out everything Send you th free. 
Simply mail the coupon and let me send ya the big, 
free Coyne book of 150 photographs facts... 
jobs . . . salaries . . . opportunities. "Tells you how 
many earn expenses "while training and how we assist 
our graduates in the field. This does not obligate you. 
So act at once, Just mail coupon. 


Get this 
FREE 





Mr. H. C. Lewis, Pres. 
COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL, Dept 67-62 


500-524 S. Paulina St., Chicago, III. 


Dear Mr. Lewis: 


Without obligation send me your big free catalog and all 


Shicago, Free Employment 
‘earn while learning." I understand I will not be bothered 
salesman. 






No. 

P4C 2521 
Background 
of mellow two-tone taupe. 
This jaspe, or water-silk effect has large, 
colorful figure in all of four corners. Stun- 


ning wide banded 


Not just one rug, but three! 


border with richly colored figures. 
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' Three, Genuine Gold Seal 


Congoleum Art Rugs! The prettiest and most artistic Congoleum 
Rug pattern ever produced. A brand new pattern, never before 
shown—a pattern of exquisite style, perfect taste, lovely colorings. 


A great big, beautiful, room size 
9 foot by 12 foot Genuine Congoleum Art 
Rug, and two companion rugs to match. 
All three Rugs for TEN 

AND EIGHTY CENTS. 


You might almost say — All 
three for ONE DOLLAR! One dollar 
down — one dollar a month. Simply 
pin a dollar bill to the coupon— about 
a year to pay afterwards, easily and 
conveniently. Beauty, utility, home 
comfort; housekeeping satisfaction that 
no housekeeper should miss, for the odd 
dollar now and then she will never miss, 


Guaranteed Genuine Gold Seal Congo- 
leum Art Rugs! All three Art Rugs bear the 
famous Congoleum Art Rug Gold Seal — the 
famous Gold Seal that can't be placed on “‘sec- 
onds,” or damaged goods, or imitations. 


There is only one Congoleum. There is 
only one Gold Seal Congoleum Art Rug quality. 
The Gold Seal means complete satisfac- 
Hon or money back. No ifs, ands or buts about 


T. The Gold Seal on Congoleum is an 
unqualified Bond of satisfaction. 


Congoleum is the only guaranteed floor 
covering. Congoleum is the floor covering that 


changed the housekeeping habits of a nation, 








1191 West 35th Street, Chicago 


Here it is offered to you, in all its love- 
liness, in all its brand newness of pattern, in 
all its practical utility —for little mc;e than a 
ten doll-r bill! 

Millions of homes are justly proud of 
their Congoleum floors. Hcretofore they have 
paid a great deal more to obtain them. Tomes 
that own Congoleum floors no longer know the 
back - breaking, heart-breaking drudgery of 
scrubbing floors. 


$199 Down —$1°° a Month 
Thrifty Credit. 


All this for ten dollars and eighty 
cents, spread over a year's time. Ten dol- 
lars and eighty cents on approval — ON A 
YEAR'S CREDIT. 

Shop around and make comparisons. Go 
wherever Congoleum is sold—and Congoleum is 
sold everywhere. 


Bear in mind that our price includes two 
beautiful companion Rugs— Genuine Gold Seal 
Art Rugs. Our price is a CREDIT price— you 
pay little by little. Our price includes a thirty- 
day free trial offer that enables you to see your 
purchase before you buy. There would be few 
disappointments in purchasing anything if you 
had this same kind of an offer on everything. 


Simply pin a dollar bill to the coupon, 
write your name and address, and mail it at once. 


Waterproof—No Seams— Lies Flat—Never Curls Up—No Scrubbing 


No orders filled 


in cities of 


100,000 popula- 
tion or more. 
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Clip the coupon 
below. Write your 
name andaddress plainly, 
Pina dollar bill to it—mail 
at once, We will ship im- 
mediately—all three rugs 
on approval in one com- 
plete neat package. No 
trouble to lay. If satis- 

actory, just send a 
dollar a month. 






It shows thousands of bargains. 
It brings credit without asking. Every- 
thing from cellar to garret always sent on 
free trial for a month. 

Beds — Bedding — Carpets — Rugs— 
Dishes— Cooking Utensils — Curtains 
— Furniture — Lamps. Also Diamonds, 
Watches, Jewelry. All sorts of odds 
and ends for the home. Your request 
on a postcard is enough. 


PIN A DOLLAR TO COUPON z 
BELOW 


Spiegel, May, Stern Co. 
1191 W. 35th Street, Chicago 


I enclose $1 €" A x 32 ft. Congcleum 
and two extra companion Con, eum rugs eac 
Is inches x 36 inches—Offer No. f P4C2521 — all on 
30 days’ free trial. If 1 return them, you are to refund 
my dollar, also all transportation costs. Otherwise I will 
pay $1.00 monthly, until special price of $10.80 is paid. 


= 
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will help you 
foo into a big pay 


Job Ta 


LOOK WHAT I'VE 
DONE FOR 
THESE TWO MEN 
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Gt: a real job — be able to afford the 
better things of life — learn to make 
$70 to $200 every week instead of a mere 
$25 to $35— jump into Electricity and join 
my thousands of "boys" who are now 
earning $3,500 to $10,000 a year! You can 
do it — it's easy — I'll show you how in so 
short a time you'll be amazed! 


Electrical MenIn BigDemand 


sq 


^ 


$75 A WEEKT 


**Dear Mr. Cooke: 
I was working in 
a store for $18 a 
week whenIstart- 
ed your Course. 
Then! begandoing 
Electrical Work in 
my spare time. 
Now I average as 
much as $75 a 
week.” 

J. Wollaston 

104 Robin Street 


Dunkirk, N. Y. 


$65 A DAY! 
“Dear Chief: 
If it hadn’t been 
for your wonder- 
ful Course I would 
not now bemaking 
as high as $65 a 
day. It makes me 
proud to have your 
Diploma, And be- 
lieve me I am a 
booster for your 
course,” 
Jacob Lentz 
1223 1st Avenue 
Hillsboro, Oregon 





Even ordinary electricians—the common “‘screw 
driver” kind are making big money. But the 
Trained Man — the man who can plan and boss 
and supervise the work of others — is needed 
everywhere today at $300 to $900 a month! And 
thousands of ''Cooke" Trained Men are getting 
this big money right along! Don't YOU be satis- 
fied with anything less! 


Learn At Home 


You don't need a College education nor a High 
School diploma to learn Electricity from me. 
And you don't have to quit your job nor even lose 


ELECTRICITY 
“BIG PAY FIELD 


Earn While You Learn 


Not only do I give you an Electrical Training 
that’s thorough and cémplete — the training that 
Electrical Experts recommend and Electrical 
Companies select for their employees — but I 
show you, right from the start, how to make 
spare time money doing little electrical jobs that 
more than pay for the entire Course! Later 
comes the Big Job and thé Big Pay — an income 
large enough to make you independent the rest 
of your life! 


Get Started — Mail Coupon 


You want big money — you want to get into 
work where men are in constant demand. Then 
act! Get my Big Pay-Raising Book. It’s free. 
Read the whole wonderful story. See why the 
"Cooke Trained Man is The Big Pay Man" every- 
where and always! Seethe Six Big Working Out- 
fits of Instruments and Apparatus I give you at 
no extra cost. See the hundreds of Pictures, the 
Proofs, the Big-Pay Letters of other successful 
“Cooke” Trained Men. See how easily you too can 
jump into the Big Pay field of Electricity through 
"Cooke" Training. Getthis great book. There is 
no obligation, so send for ittoday. Clip, sign and 


a single hour's pay! With my famous '"Work mail the coupon right NOW! 
Sheet" and “Job Ticket" Method I 
train you at home. And I train you L. L. COOKE, Chief Instruction Engineer 


practice! I sivo you Six Big Wake Ie Le COOKE SCHOOL 
OF ELECTRICITY 


Outfits without extra charge so you 
Dept. 66 


learn by doing! That means you learn 
2150 Lawrence Avenue, Chicago, Ill. 


FREE BOOK COUPON-MAIL iT! 


can quickly become a Big-Pay Man 
in this Big-Pay field! 

L. L. COOKE, Chief Instruction Engineer, 
Dept. 66, 2150 Lawrence Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 






















L. L. COOKE 
—the man who has 
trainedand helped 
thousands of men. 


Tein’ cost 
GBIG 
OUTFITS 


You may send me, entirely Free and fully prepaid, your 
book, “Secrets of Success in Electricity," together with facts 
about your Home Study Course in Electricity. 


Name 





Address 








City. > — State 


Residents of Canada send cou; to R. A. Farrow, Special Representative, 7 Medb 
Lane, East, Windsor, Ontario, Canada. P pem X a 


25 m$ 


ke’ Trained 


be 


Big Pay "Man |) 
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Draftsinenare a fine bunch 
of fellows, and you'll like 
them and the good-natured 
atmosphere of a Drafting 
room. The hours are short, ff 
the work is fascinating, the 
surroundings are pleasant. 
Best of all, they pay man- 

size salaries in Drafting. 








-to prove you c n learn 
at home in spare time? 


We have perfected a new,simplified way 
to teach Drafting—the first real im- 
provement in Drafting home-instruc- 
tion in history. We invite you to see 
a few of 10M. new Job-lessons, 
absolutely without cost or obli- 
gation. Send forthem, test your 
own ability to learn. Find out 
how we get away from the 
"copying" methods used in 
the past—the ingenious 
new method which 
makes REAL Drafts- 
en, instead of 
Mracers." 






Drafting made 
easy for you: 
The new *JOB-METHOD' 


starts you off doing actual drafting- 
room jobs from the very beginning. One-step-at-a- 
time directions, pictures which you can understand 
almost without reading the lessons, make your 
progress rapid and the learning EASY. And that 
is why the Draftsmen we train can qualify for 
good, well-paid jobs when they master this simpli- 
fied instruction. 


O. C. MILLER, Director, Extension Work 






Institution 
stands back o£ this guarantee 


to train you for a specific position and 
then see that you are placed in it. The 
tuition cost and monthly payments are 
within reach of every ambitious man. 
Mail coupon on next page for amazing 
no-risk offer. 





Professional Drafting Outfit 

@ Fine imported instruments like 
GIVEN! these help you learn Drafting 
quickly and easily. It’s no trick to do clean, 
accurate work with this professional outfit. 


Instruments, board, T MÀ triangles, paper and sup- 
ent without extra cost. 


g given to every stu Dept. D-6264, Drexel Avenue and 58th Street, Chicago 
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Draftsmen WANTED 
$60 to 3125 a Week! 


70,000 fine, well-paid jobs advertised in the beet twelve months. 


Get ready to fill one. Get out of the rut. 


Drafting, and you'll make something of yourself. 


lan your future in 
Remember, you are in com- 


petition with MILLIONS of better-educated men these days, men with high- 
school and college diplomas, and the only way you have a fighting chance of 
success is thru SPECIALIZED TRAINING. Even if you have only common 
schooling, even if you don’t know a T square from a triangle, we'll guarantee 
to make you a real Draftsman, right in your own home, or we'll refund every 
cent of your money! Surprise offer if you answer this ad immediately! Just 


mail the coupon. 


Win Success thru 
Drafting! 


The ability to read blue-prints 
and draw plans is the entering 


wedge to success in all building, 
manufacturing and engineering lines. 
And no man can gain promotion or rise to the 
top in many great industries unless he has 
this important training. Draftsmen are close 
to the BIG MEN and first in line for advance- 
ment to executive positions. 


Read these Letters: 


City of Chicago 
Department of Buildings 

Gentlemen: The same day I received my 
diploma I got word that I was one of the two 
candidates who had successfully passed the 
examination for Deputy Commissioner of 
Buildings of the City of Chicago, a position 
paying $3600 per year. 

There were eight applicants examined 
besides myself, all men well known to the 
architectural and engineering profession. 
Seven of these failed to obtain a passing grade 
of 70 *;. My grade was 84.69. Inasmuch as I 
failed to passthis same examination three years 
before, my present success is mainly due to the 
knowledge gained through your School. 

Yours very truly, 


ROBERT KNIGHT : 


Got His Draftsman's Job 
"I wanted to let you know how I came out in 
etting that job at the Brownell Co., Dayton, Ohio, 
was to start and have è trial at Drawing, and lam 








still in the Drawing room. The engineer seems to 
like the work I make, and also the other draftsmen. 
I thank the School very much for placing me in at 
this place, because D letter of recommendation 
helped me a whole lot to get the job.’’ 

BÉRNARD WEBER, 
130 St. Nicholas Ave., Dayton, O. 


Liberty High School, Bethlehem, Pa. 


Dear Sirs:—This is to thank the American School 
for all that you have done for me since 1 signed up 
for the Drafting and Design Course. 

In the. eight years since then, I have gradually 
climbed from the position of tracer to that of Headof 
the Department of Machine Drawing and Design in 
our magnificent new $2,000,000 High School here, at 









O. C. MILLER, Director Lxtension Work. Dept.D-6264, Drexel & 58th St., Chicago, Ill. 


Free Job Service! 


TheAmericanSchoolnowofferstoboth 
students and graduates without cost, 
the service of an efficient employment 
department,which keeps in closetouch 
with employers of Draftsmen all over 
America by letter, and thru over a hun- 
dred field representatives. We have 
placed hundreds of men in well-paid 
Drafting jobs. And we invite you to 
learn Drafting with the distinct under- 
standing that if we cannot place you 
in a good job after you finish, we will 
refund every cent of your money. 


Big-Pay Branches 


Sa 


The big money in Drafting goes to men 
who specialize in Machine Design, orElectrical 
Drafting, or Architectural Drafting, or Struc- 
tural, or Automotive, It is not enough merely 
to know general Drafting practice. You must 
know how to calculate and design and plan 
original work. You need many Engineering 
subjects to fill the kind of a Drafting position 
that pays $60 to $125 a week. The American 
School now includes this specialized training 
in its Drafting course. 


' Get in touch with me 
QUICK! Get 3 Drafting lessons free! 


* and surprise training and 
employment offer. Coupon 
brings them, Mail it RIGHT 
AWAY! 


many times the salary whieh 
received at that time, 

The officials of the Pennsyl- 
vania State Department, and Dr. 
Wm. C. Ash of the University of Pennsylvania, aM 
claim that our course in Drafting and Design is the 
best now being taught in this state. Every drafting 
graduate that we have turned out has proved suc- 
cessful, and one is now Chief Draftsman in a local 
steel concern, Yours sincerely, J. S. LEAR 


Has Charge of Large Jobs 
**Even beforel had finished my course, | was put in charge 
of large construction jobs in different cities. 1 have been 
doing that ever since, and tbe jobs are getting larger all the 
time. | owe my success to the American School because of 
the knowledge. ed in mathematics and calculations.’* 


I gain 
BRL: LAMB, 1300 Smith St., Peoria, lll 
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Mechanical Draftsmen 
WANTED! 


No machine can be built un- 
tilthe Draftsman first builds 
itom paper. My training 

repares you for this work. 

housands of manufacturers 
are in need of expert Me- 
chanical Draftsmen. Pre- 
pare to fill one of these fine 
jobs. 
























Electrical Draftsmen 
WANTED! 


The great Electrical Industry 
offers rich rewards to Engi- 
neering Draftsmen who un- 
derstand the principles of 
Electricity as well as general 
Drafting practice. I give you 
that training at home in your 
spare time. 
Tomas 


Architectural Draftsm en 
WANTED! 


Never before has the world 
seen anything like the build- 
ing boom of today. This has 
created a tremendous de- 
mand for Draítsmen who un- 
derstandarchitecture,design 
and building construction. 
You can prepare for one oí 
thesefinejobsunderpositive 
guarantee. Mail the coupon. 































Structural Draftsmen 


WANTED! 


You can earn an enormous 
salary and always be sure of 
ajob if you specialize in steel 
and reinforced concrete de- 
sign. They're building huge 
structures and public woke 
like mad these ‘days, and 
there’s always a place open 
for men who know howto cal- 
culate and plan original work. 






























Automotive Draftsmen 
WANTEDI 


Every great Auto factory em- 
ploys Draftsmen who spe- 
cialize in automative work— 
men who design bodies, plan 
engines, etc. This is a splen- 
did specialty which you can 
learn at home, in spare time 
by our methods. Salaries of 
$60 to $125 a week and more 
offered to expert Automotive 
Draítsmen. 











O. C. MILLER, Director Extension Work ` 
The American School ` . 

Dept. D-6264, Drexel Ave & 58th St., Chicago, lll. ` 
Send Surprise Job and Raise offer, 3 Free Draft- 
ing Lessons and complete information about the 
opportunities for me in Drafting. 
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: 21JEWEL-ExtraThin 
STUDEBAKE 
The Insured Watch 

Sent for only 


00 















You Save 30% to 50%! 


oA amazing offer! Just $1.00 down 

Brings you the famous 21 Jewel Studebaker Watch 
direct from factory. Balance in easy monthly payments. You save 
fully 30% to 50%. Lowest prices ever named for equal quality. Send 
coupon below forcatalog of Advance Watch Styles and full particulars. 


This amazing offer enables you to pay for your watch 
while wearing it. Your credit is good. Studebaker Watches are 
equipped with 21 Jewels, genuine rubies and sapphires. 8 Adjust- 
ments—for heat, cold, isochronism and five positions. The Studebaker Watch 
Company is directed by the famous Studebaker Family—known throughout the 
world for three-quarters of a century of fair dealing, 100,000 satisfied customers. 
We ship anywhere in the United States and Canada. We give you an Insurance 
Policy free insuring your Studebaker Watch for your lifetime. Ladies’ Bracelet 
Watches, Men's Strap Watches, Diamonds and Jewelry also sold direct to you 
at lowest prices and on easy monthly payments. Open a charge account with us. 


Send Coupon for Catalog and Full Particulars! 


The coupon below will bring you a copy of our beautiful, new six-color catalog 
showing 80 magnificent, new Art Beauty Cases and Dials. Latest designs in yellow gold, 
green gold and white gold effects. Exquisite thin models. 12 size and 16 size. This book tells 
you how to judgea Watch. Shows you how you can buy a 21 jewel Studebaker Insured 
Watch direct from the maker—save big money and pay for it in easy monthly payments. 


SPECIAL OFFER! Watch Chain FREE! 


For a limited time we are offering a magnificent Watch Chain free. To all who 
write immediately we will include particulars of this astounding special offer. This ofter 
is limited. Send the coupon at once before it expires. 


Dept.V-700\, STUDEBAKER WATCH COMPANY 
Stu d defe NS Directed by the Studebaker family—three-quarters of a Century of fair dealing 
W eae ~È WATCHES ` DIAMONDS . JEWELRY 
atch Company D : 
oak Bend, Indiana epartment V-700 South Bend, Indiana 
Pn disi vont fioe Canadian Address, Windsor, Ontario 
E catalog of Advance Watch wr. 


stylesand details of your$1down offer. se Amm cam NU a OE A TG ek ee an ee ee ee RY A ee WES Don 


Please send me free Catalog of — YQ Read What a Few of Our 100,000 Customers Say: 


Jewelry and Diamonds, ALBERT J. REICHERT, HENRY TUCKER, Washington, CAPT. WILLIAM J. TAYLOR, Ander- 
P ,Bosler, Wyoming, writes: D.C.,writes:" Received my'Presi- son, Indiana, writes: "I took my Stude- 
Name cos itr ie ERECTUS \ MyStudebakerWatch sure dent” Model Studebaker Watch. baker Watch to a local watchmaker. He 
tos Sonu ganasaseeppunasunsbensstoonese et REED HH IET eats isafinetimekeeper.Iwould I set it with Western Union and said it should retail at not less than 
bw not take $100.00 for it. No it has not lost ten seconds in $100. c watch cost me only a frac- 
Semet or ROBA N OEE PE TERIS 2.2 DN v other watch compares . nearlythree months. Itisthebest tion of that. The jeweler could hardly 
with Studebaker." timekeeper I ever owned.” believe it when I told him that.” 
Qo or Post QE LLL A a S 


“EET CO UY AA Ey SG a ey ZEIBA a ee SE T L UR Aia 
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I10-Piece l= 


Genuine Cut Glass Dinner Set prt 


Extra special offer tothose who hurry their 
order for the combination outfit shown here: 
—1 pieces GENUINE CUT GLASS: Pitcher 
of 2-qt. capacity and 6 tumblers of 9-oz. ca- 
pacity. Each piece is pure, sparklingly clear, 
thin and dainty; hand cut decorations con- 
sisting of large floral design with appropriate 
foliage. A useful and 
handsome set. Only a 
limited number—so act 
quick, 







































A sensational offer 
—only $1.00 with 
coupon below 
bringsthis 150-piece 
outfit (the IPAE 
2 Genuine Cut Glass 
set is FREE if you send at once) to your home on free trial. 
Examine the value, the quality, the beauty of each piece. 
Compare our easy payment prices with local cash prices. 
After 30 days' trial and use, if you're not delighted with 
the bargain, send it back at our expense and we'll refund 
your dollar plus all transportation charges you paid. No 
obligation—not one penny of risk to youl 


$ 70 If youdecide to keep the 
— M t outfit, start paying only 
a on $2.70amonthuntilyou've 

paid our rock-bottom pues cont $29.95 for the entire outfit 
with the 7-piece Cut Glass Set FREE. 150 pieces in all— 
only $29.95—and a yearto pay! 
Where elsecan you find a bar- 
gain like that and such easy 
terms? Send coupon Now! 


Complete Outfit Consists of 
the Following: 


110 Piece Ivory Ware 
Dinner Set Complete service 
for 12 people. Popular Ivo 
Ware now the vogue in ric 
h Rich, creamy. ivory 








mum CES lo zd 
Straus & Schram, Dept. 4276 Chicago, Illinoisa ih Gold 
Enclosed find $1. Ship special advertised 150 piece Combination M Leaf Deco- 
Outfit, (7-piece genuine cut glass set FREE). Iam to have 30 days’ E rationsasil- 


free trial. If I keep the Outfit, I will pay you $2.70 monthly. If not $. e * 
fatisfed, I am to retum the Outfit with the Z-plece eut glass set ù lustrated. Newest Gloria shape. 7 Piece Pure Linen Table Set 






within 30 days and you are to refund my money and any freight 4 Set consists of:—12 dinner plates, 9 A large tablecloth, 54 x 70 ins. and 
or express charges I paid. in.; 12 breakfast plates, 7 in.; 12 ^ 6 napkins, 14 x 14 in. made of Pure 
150 Piece Combination Outfit, No. G9841A, $29.95. a coupe soups, 7/4 in.; 12 fruit saucers, on" b — x m e lane ed 
7-piece Genuine Cut Glass Set FREE B 535 in.; 12 oatmeal dishes, 614 in.; 12 8 ier gay: pole m wh oye 
i cups; 12 saucers; 12 bread and butter se pa ais gees pe ore 
NAMO —————— E plates, 6 in.; 1 oval vegetable dish,9 — 26PieceSilverSet, Asilverserv- 
u in.; 1 round vegetable dish, 8X in.; 1 ice that will give you years of satis- 
Street, R. F. D. W sugar bowl and cover (2 pieces); 1 faction. A pleasing pattern and 
or Bow No....... m platter, 11 in.; 1 platter 1354 in.; 1 cov- opular polished finish. Each piece FRE '— pieces Genuine 
MILL EM SS a T Doc LL MEL Ll CORDE ered vegetable dish (2 pieces); t gravy Ranvity silver plated on nickel silver Cut Glass (as de- 
Shippin L| boat; 1 gravy boat stand; 1 bowl, 1 base. Set consists of 6 knives, 6 scribed above) if you send 
P dn g a pints 1 cream pitcher; 1 pickle dish; forks, 6 dessert spoons, 6 teaspoons, coupon at once. Shipping 
a ar adita. M butter dish, 7 34 in. 1 sugar shell, 1 butter knife. wet. of outfit, about 125 Ibs. 
Poet Poy 4 Order by No. G9841A. $1.00 with coupon; $2.70 monthly, Price $29.95. 
or Single or Color : Straus & Schram, °°; Chicago, Ill 
or Single..........---------- or Color........—— ——— .-—-—- eee een a 9 4276 9 [Jj 


Mt you want ONLY our free catalog of home furnishings mark X here O) Bi 
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Sisters in Scandal 


The Tale of Two Women Who Loved One Man 
and a Man Who Loved Two Women 


, | SHE lure of real stories of human lives—stories told by men and women 
who have wrestled with fate—who have played their róles on the stage of 
life where the world is audience and conscience is prompter—is as natural 

as life itself. 

Rooted deeply in the hearts of its nearly two-and-one-half-million readers, 
'True Story, the magazine which outstandingly reflects life—its complexities, its 
shadows, its highlights—draws its stories directly from among the people who 
themselves read it. The tales they tell—stories from the byways of life as well 
as the highways—stronger than the most adroit fiction—come straight from the 
hearts and experiences of these men and women who have lived them or who 
intimately know the characters whom they describe. 


Such a tale is "Sisters in Scandal" in the September issue—the tale of 
Margery and Helen Bradford and Foster Dale—two women who loved one man 
and a man who loved two women. It is the tragedy and glory of all life distilled 
into a handful of pages. The disappointments, the heartaches, the glorious 
successes of life are crowded into this chronicle of human frailty, struggle and 
strength in a way that will hold you spellbound. Only one who has actually 
lived such a crisis could adequately describe it. No master of fiction could so 
truly and deeply fathom the human emotions, could so accurately and convinc- 
ingly set down the workings of destiny and its effect among this circle of humans 
as Margery Bradford, direct 
from the reality of her own 
experience, has set it down 
for you. 


“Sisters in Scandal" will 
stir your emotions as they have seldom if ever been stirred. It will 
bring a lump to your throat and a tug at your heart strings. It is a 
living, breathing, human drama of souls whirled wildly between the 
wheels of primitive desires and the conventions of modern society. It 
is a story that you will probably never forget. 

And “Sisters in Scandal” is but one of the sixteen revealing stories 
from life, each of which in its own manner discloses life as completely 
and amazingly, in the September issue of True Story. You will love it. 





Partial Contents of the September Issue 





Stranger Than Fiction Understanding Men 
Home Problems Forum The Unpardonable Sin 
$24,000.00 for True Stories Daring tke Devil 
Laughs from Life My Wild Ride 
Mirror of Beauty Sisters in Scandal 
The Age of Love Are All Men Fickle? 
Money Bags Is Love Always Selfish? 
The Girl Who Wanted Happiness Pride of the Hills 
But I Was Married Youth Was My Rival 
Jealousy's Trap Quicksands of Bliss 
The Gay Spenders True Story Clubs 

If No News-stand Is The Love Pirate Prize Silhouette Contest 


Convenient, Use This Coupon 
--———— 


MACFADDEN PUBLICATIONS, Inc. l 
1926 Broadway, New York, Dept. T. D.-97 l 


SEPTEMBER 


rue Story 


1 


Now on Sale at all News-stands! 


Gentlemen: 


I am enclosing $1.00 for which please enter my 
name to receive TRUE STORY M Maxine for the 
next five months beginning with the current issue. 


| Nameo...veecsoceccccccsovesecvvocovecvocereses 





Addres3,.. ee ee eene ooo nete honte 


City... creer rmm Beate. ..ccccocscscossde> 


[er | 
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reduces waist and hips 
~lwo to four inches in Ten Days 


ASHIONABLE women everywhere are praising to the skies the 
marvelous new Perfolastic Girdle that reduces fleshy hips and 
waist almost as if by magic and quickly gives you the slim, youthful 


figure you desire. 


Perfolastic is entirely different from any other reducing girdle 
you have ever seen—lighter in weight, cooler, more comfortable, 


more slenderizing. 


Cool---Comfortable---Slenderizing 


Don’t confuse Perfolastic with the old 
style, heavy rubber garments that were 
so uncomfortable.  Perfolastic is a feath- 
erweight, ventilated girdle that weighs 
just nine and a half ounces (garters 
included), and is full of tiny holes to 
let the skin breathe and the pores 
function as they should. It is so cool, 
so comfortable that you hardly know 
you have it on. 

Perfolastic does not bind or constrict 
the figure in any way. Bend, twist, 
turn, exercise as vigorously as you 
choose, you will find that Perfolastic 
"gives" with every movement of your 
body. Made of finest quality pure 
plantation rubber, it combines wonder- 
ful elasticity with extraordinary strength. 
Perfolastic is a product of the famous 
Goodrich Rubber Co. and is guaranteed 
by us not to rip, tear or stretch out of 
shape. 


How Perfolastic Reduces 


Long experience has shown that the 
safest, surest way to reduce is through 
massage, which breaks up the fat cells 
so that they can be absorbed and carried 
off by the circulation. 

Perfolastic reduces through massage 
—automatic massage. It fits with glove- 
like smoothness, closely encircling waist, 
hips and thighs. The instant you 
put it on you look slimmer, for 
it gently straightens out fleshy 
curves, gives you length of line, l 


ter still, with every breath you draw, 
with every step you take, Perfolastic 
exerts a continuous, gentle massage that 
takes off flesh. 

In an amazingty short time bulky hips 
and waist become slim and shapely— 
your figure regains the slender, straight 
lines of youth—you look and feel years 
younger. Many women have found, to 
their astonishment and delight, waist 
and hips reduced two to four inches 
in TEN DAYS. 


No Dieting—No Exercises 

Think of what this means! No more 
wearisome dieting, no more tiresome 
exercises, no more bitter self-denial in 
a vain attempt to get thin. For with 
Perfolastic you can now regain a slen- 
der, youthful figure without the slightest 
discomfort. 





Free Booklet and Sample 


No matter how much overweight you are, no 
matter what other methods of reducing you 
have tried, no matter what other girdles you 
have worn—give  Perfolastic a trial. Write 
today for interesting FREE BOOK telling 
more about this remarkable girdle and pictur- 
ing the many delightful Perfolastic models, 
also sample of Perfolastic and full details about 
the special 5-day trial offer and Money Back 
Guarantee. No obligation. Don’t delay. Mail 
coupon below. NOW. Address he! Denke Inc., 
Dept. 69, 79 Madison Ave, New York, N. Y. 


_ 7. 2 ea NAP TERRE 


ERFOLASTIC, Inc. 
l Dept. 69, 79 Madison Ave., New York, N. Y. I 


l 
Without obligation on my part please send me FREE BOOK l 
describing and illustrating the new Perfolastic Reducing Girdle, 





PERFOLASTIC, Inc. 


DEPT. 69, 79 MADISON AVE. 
NEW YORK CITY 


helps you stand erect. And, bet- also sample of Perfolastic and special 5-day Trial Offer. l 
l Names. eov) E A A T TNE l 

| l 

l 

l Address...scsccvcsssvecsvens T ———m | 

[o [2 secs ccc seeveperers’ csusnsedineen State. .sececereeees | 
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W.S.DEWING 


President 


Satisfied 
Customers / 


Reduced 


Factory Prices 


Five Year Guarantee 
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Could anything more clearly prove Kalamazoo quality! 
Could anything more convincingly or conclusively prove 


urnaces 





% 650,000 satisfied customers— 
one out of every 35 families 
in the United States. And 
think of this: they are increas- 
ingatthe tremendous rate of more 
than 50,000 new customers a year. 




























































lamazoo is saving customers J4 to 4 by selling 


direct from factory to user. 

Get Your Copy of this New FREE Book 
Your FREE Book is ready. Reduced prices are in effect! A 
new 5-year quality guarantee is in force! 


Porcelain Enamel Ranges 


Porcelain Enamel Ranges in beautiful delft 


blue and pearl gray—the very latest and most popular of all 
ranges. As easy to clean as a china dish. Look for the Mahog- 
any Porcelain Enamel Heating Stoves—the most popular of all 


Read about the new Hot Blast,improved fire box 


—more heat from less fuel, a clean fire without smoke or soot. See 
the latest improvements in warm air furnaces—pipe and pipeless. 


200 Styles and Sizes 


No matter what you are interested in—gas stoves, coal and 
wood ranges, combination gas and coal ranges, oil stoves, 


rnaces (pipe or one-register type)—you will find 


here exactly what you want. Mail coupon today. 


Quality First—Va!ues Unexcelled 


Gas & Coal When you buy from Kalamazoo you buy direct from 
manufacturer. There is nothing between you and our 
factory—but the railroad tracks. We are not a mail order 


collects a variety of merchandise from scores of 


factories to sell by mail—we are specialized manufacturers, making Kala- 


furnaces complete in our own highly modernized 


factory and shipping direct to you, thus eliminating any other manufac- 
turer or middleman of any kind. 


30 Days FREE Trial 


Kalamazoo gives you 30 days FREE trial in your own 

home, 360 days approval test on anything you purchase. 
24-Hour Service—Safe Delivery Guaranteed 

See how close Kalamazoo is to you—24 hours ship- 

ping service saves you time. Kalamazoo goods are carefully 


rrive safely. Safe delivery absolutely guaranteed. 
Cash or Easy Terms 


This FREE book quotes you easy terms—many as 


down,$3 monthly. Nowhere in the world can you 
value, such service as Kalamazoo now offers. 


Free Furnace Plans 


This new FREE book tells you how you make a 


e saving on Kalamazoo furnaces, First, it 


saves you J/ to! on the price of the furnace. Secondly, 


ve the cost of installation by following Kalama- 


zoo FREE plans and FREE service. Thousands of Kala- 
mazoo owners have put up their furnaces themselves. 


and Mail Coupon Today! 
KALAMAZOO STOVE CO., Mfrs. 


2151 Rochester Ave. Kalamazoo, Mich. 


“A Kalamazoo 
timat Direct to You” 


Registered 
Mail this Coupon Toda: 
Important: Be sure to put an C 
to indicate article in whic! 









for Free Book 


) in coh at 
h you ere interested, t 


Kalamazoo Stove Co., Mfrs. 
2151 Rochester Ave., Kalamazoo, Mich. 


Dear Sirs: Please send me immediately without obliga- 
tion, your FREE catalog of stoves, ranges and furnaces, 


m) 
LI 
L] 
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THIS MONTH'S 
CONTRIBUTORS 


DAN B. HOSMER, General Super- 
intendent of the F. N. Burns Detec- 
tive Agencies, with offices at Wichita, 
Kansas, has been in police and de- 
tective work for more than sixteen 
years. 

In 1922 he resigned as Inspector 
of Police at Wichita to open a detec- 
tive agency of his own, and in 1924 
consolidated with the F. N. Burns 
Detective Agency, becoming -their 
General Superintendent. 

Since that time, this agency has 
been constantly expanding. The 
volume of work is such that it has 
been a problem to obtain operatives 
of the high standard required. In 
order to cope with this situation Mr. 
Hosmer has established an educa- 
tional department and requires each 
employee to pass a series of examina- 
tions before he can become classed as 
an operative of the agency, and carry 
credentials as such. 

This has proven to be very suc- 
cessful, and it is found that when an 
assignment is issued, it is more 
efficiently handled, and the reports 


are more complete and compre- 
hensive. 

The Murder at Pinehurst, Mr. 
Hosmer writes us, was one of his 


toughest cases. 
issue, ) 


CY CALDWELL, we gather, is a 
man of varied accomplishments. We 
can get very little out of him, for he 
refuses to talk about himself, but he 
did admit to us that “Doctor Watson, 
Jr," and “Sherlock Holmes," who 
wrestle so successfully with the diffi- 
(Continued on page 14) 


(See page 28, this 


Absolutely different. ‘‘MOTORTEX"’ 
3-piece suit. for dress or work. Well 

lored. Fine, all-wool, extra heavy, warm, 
Bhowerproof material _ Will hold its shape. 
$7 extra features, Guaranteed to wear 
one year. Price $19.95, worth $35.00. 
€Your commission $3.00 and $4.00. Show 
our handsome selling _ portfolio — every 
man will buy. Protected territory to 
Producers. No matter what you are 
Going now write for free selling outfit. 
Harrison Bros., Inc., Dept. 556, 133 West 
21st St, New York, N, Y. When writing 
please mention this magazine. 


$75.00 a week GUARANTEED to pro- 
Qucers! Every man buys Fashion Wear Shirts 
on sight. Write for FREE outfit. Fashion 
Wear Shirts, B-1, Cincinnati, Ohio. 
Afents—90c an Hour Earned Advertising 
and distributing samples to customers. Write 
ick for territory and particulars. American 
ucts Co., 9463 Monmouth, Cincinnati, O. 


EARN  $87-$110 WEEKLY SELLING 
CHRISTMAS CARDS. 
$10 sample book FREE. 

Experience M: 
sures success. John Hert 
ton, Chicago, Ill. 

FREE! To honest men over 18: new 
patented cigarette lighter. Show your friends 
and make $90 weekly, Send 25c to cover 
malit: costs and mention name of this 
magazine. E. Z. Lite, Dept. 2-G, 15 West- 
minster Road, Brooklyn, N. Y. 

$20 daily easy selling amazing rain-proof 
caps. 
styles. Big advance profits. 
and free cap offer. Taylor Ca 
turers, Dept. R-7, Cincinnati, Ohio, 


HIGH-SALARIED POSITIONS  wait- 
ing for you ip automobile, tractor and 
airplane work. I'll train you in eight 
short weeks 60 
$75.00 a week — unlimited future for good 
men, Qualify as an expert and own your 
own garage or service station. Write me 
TODAY for b FREE AUTO BOOK. 


Free outfit 
Manufac- 


Your Railroad fare included in tiis big B 
special offer, 
time — don't miss it 
MceSweeny, 
Z300—654 


The opportunity of a life 
by delay. H 
The Auto Man, 

E._MeMillan; Cincinnati, or 
Z300 — 1815 . 24th St., Cleveland, 
Ohio. Please mention this magazine. 


Easy Extra Money, 
to make Gainty frocks 
and necessities for her home. Show her how 
and sell her the materials. Steady income, 
big repeat business. Sample outfit and i 
structions free. Write today. 
Dress Goods Co.; Dept. 711, 8 Beach Street, 
New York City. 
$12 DAILY PAID IN ADVANCE BY BIG 
Chicago firm. Easy, dignified work; part or 
full time; experience unnecessary. Franklyn 
Products Corporation, 1038 Van Buren, Chicago, 


BIG PAY EVERY DAY! Complete guar- 
anteed line direct to wearer. Dress Shirts, 
Work Shirts, Flannels, Overalls, Pants, Leather 
Coats, Sweaters, Playsults. $10-$25 daily! Ex- 
perience unnecessary. Big Outfit F N 
rod Co., Dept. 58, 4922-28 Lincoln Av hicago, 

Agents $240 month. Bonus besides, 
Sell finest line silk hosiery you ever saw. Auto 
furnished. Credit given. Write for samples. 
Wilknit Hosiery Co., Dept. 235, Greenflel 


AGENTS MAKE $3.00 HOUR TAKING 
orders for 40 fascinati “Handy Things” 
for Kitchen. Sell on sight! Write General 
Prod. Co., Dept. SM1, Newark, N. J. 


Women $30 to $100 weekly. Amazing 
new idea makes milady beautiful. No experi- 
ence needed. Free p rite Healthform; 
Dept. 7-M, 1115 Broadway, New York. 


LADIES: TO EMBROIDER, ETC., AT 

home wanted immediately. Bonafide propo- 

Liberal pay guarantee. No canvass- 

Ing. Particulars free. Viking Products Co.; 
. 50, Leipsic, Ohio, 


Easily earn from $30.00 to $75.00 weekly, 
Exquisite, smart, exclusive Peggy O'Neil popu- 
lar priced dresses are irresistible. Designed for 
women who appreciate style and quality at low 

ices. Free sample outfit starts you without 
nvestment. Write today. Give experience 
and reference. Peggy O'Neil Dressmakers, 
Inc., Dept. 9-C, 112 West 38th St., New York. 


SCA women buy new "LOOKOUT" 
Invention on sight. See who is outside door 
without caller knowing it. A $1.50 seller 
that pays 85c profit! Sells to homes, private 
clubs, hardware stores. Sell 20 a day and 

Send $1.00 for sample and par- 

Free Kit. New Invention. Fac- 

tories, 7M, Governor Place, Long Island 
City, New York. 

Three issues HOW TO SELL 

Keeps you posted on fast sellin; 

Thousands o 


HOSIERY FREE and $12 daily. Sell 
nationally known Pure Silk hosiery. Amazing 
values. Free sample outfit mailed. PURE 
SILK HOSIERY CO., 208 W. Monroe, Dept. 
P-185, Chicago. 


Why not sell us your spare time? $2.00 
an hour, $19.70 daily easy full time. In- 
troduce 12 months Guaranteed Hosiery 
—47 styles, 39 colors, for men, women, chil- 
dren, including latest- "Silk to the Top” 
Ladies Hose. No capital or 
needed. We samples. — Si 
for your own use FREE. New 
Macochee Hosiery Co. Road 9289, 
einnati, ©. 


Made-to-measure. Finest fabrics and S 


you can earn $45.00 to PEE 


Address, iB 


Mention this magazine. § 


True Detective Mysteries 


MONEY -MAKING 
OPPORTUNITIES 


Make More Money! 


Here are opportuni» 
tiestomakemoremoney 
immediately—to earn 
and save enough for the 
better things of life. 

Here responsible, nae 
tionally known, square 
deal firms seek the ser- 
vices of ambitious 
people. They offer dig» 
nified € v or 
spare time) which pay 
handsome incomes and 
lead to wonderful fu» 
tures. 

No experience ree 
quired. Ambition is the 
only necessary qualifie 
cation. Read thescoffers 
carefully. Then write 
for complete informa» 
tionabout theonesthat 
attract youmost. Please 
do not write unless you 
mean business, 


To the Public: These firms 
offer you merchandise values, 
a convenient service that you 
cannot duplicate elsewhere. 


To Manufacturers: For adver- 
tising rates, address Publishers 
Classified Service, 9 East 46th 
St., New York, 


National S 


gue 


SALESMAN SELLING TO MEN: 
We have side line for you that will 
sell alo with any line you may now 
be hand ing and make more money for 
^ provided you are now selling to 
Get facts at once. Address, Sales- 

850 West Adams, Dept. 143, 


Earn $80 weekly taking orders for 
charming Fashion Frocks for women and 
children. Factory prices. Advance com- 
missions. No experience necessary, Fashion 


Frocks, Inc. Dept. G-100, Cincinnati, Ohio. 


Sell direct from maker to wearer, guar- 
anteed boys’ suits, overcoats; latest styles, 
pular rices. Experience unnecessary. 
Write for Free sample outfit. Craige-Wilson 
10 Waverly Place, Dept. 4, New York. 


Sell custom tailored shirts. Earn 
$20.00 2 day Men buy quick [3 REN 
rices. eautiful fabrics free. ovo- 
bra & Sedgley Ave., Phila., Pa. E. 


Make Big Money representing the 
ONLY firm which GUARANTEES shipment 
of genuine Tailored-To-Measure Clothing 
within 10 days after receipt of order. Com- 
plete four-price line. Liberal commissions. 
Opportunity of becoming District Manager in 
your territory. Write Max Schwab, P. O. 

ox 588, The Style-Center Tailoring Co., 
Dept. 400, Cincinnati, Ohio. 


Windows washed in 10 seconds without 
pail, sponge or brush. A fast $1.95 . 
5c profit. Demonstration sample 0. 
Satisfaction or money back. Wonder Washer, 
Dept. SM1, 33 t 10th St., New York. 


«E BIG MONEY HANDING OUT 


MA 
MYSTIC “ZIPPO” Red Hot 50c Household |p, 


Seller! New Amazing Discovery! Quick 
Demonstration Brings Immediate, Huge, Cash 
Profits for Agents! Write Quick. "ZIPPO" 
Company, Fort Wayne, Ind. 


The greatest book on money makin 
stunts that has ever been published will be 
mailed to you if you will send us 15c in cash 
or stamps. There are over 50 up-to-date 
workable _ plans. Address SPARETIME 

; MONEY MAKING, 230 Fifth Avenue, New 

+ York City. 

| ^CPOLMET POLISHING CLOTH.—Cleans 
all metals, gets enthusiastic attention, sells fast 
at 25c; sample free. F. C. Gale Co., 99 Edin- 
boro St., Boston, Mass. 


U. S. Gov't wants men. $1,900—$2,700 
at start, Railway Postal Clerk examination 
coming. Let our expert (former Government 
examiner) prepare you for this and other 

| branches, ‘ee booklet, Dept. 269, Patterson 
| School, Rochester, N. Y. 


Linenwhite Laundry Bluing Paddles Big 
Sellers, housewives, bazaars, fairs, carnivals. 
Send dime for sample and money making pro 
osition. A. Ada Products, Buffalo, New Yor! 


Girls—Women—Physical Charm is 
realasset today. A Beautiful Bust lends attrac- 
tion. Booklet by Dr. C. 8. Carr, "How To 
Develop The Bust," sent free, sealed postage. 
Olive Co., Dept. 9, Clarinda, Iowa. 


WANT $500 SOON? SELL BEAUTIFUL 

Coats, Scarfs, Sweaters. Amazing 

low prices. We deliver. No experience 

y.. Get complete outfit free! Write 

Hirshey Knitting Mills, 2003 South Cali- 
fornia Avenue, cago. 


m DISTRICT SALESMAN — All wool, 
T Union Made guits, overcoats, $23.50. Liberal 
? advance commission, bonus. Write for large 
| FREE outfit. K.J. Harvey, Box 00, Chicago. 


Salesmen: Trem ous Money-Makin. 
Sensation. Combination fountain pen an 
check protector. No competition. Pro- 

y patents. Wholesale sample pm 
and seing outfit, $3.75. Write Security Pen 
Corp., 906 Jackson, Chicago. 

GO INTO THE CRISPETTE  BUSI- 
NESS. Everybody likes them. You can 
make & Ly. KA Eus idum Sis Je 
reports $4, pro n two months. e 
start you. Write for facts. Long-Eakins, 
787 High St., Springfield, Ohio. 

500 Men Wanted to earn $90 Weekly. 
Wonderful new line men’s sults. Amazing 
values $9.95 up. Rizaldi averages $4 hourly. 
We train you. No experience or capital 
needed. rite Comer Mfg. Co., 
TS-2, Dayton, Ohio. 

New lines just out. mae | 
hosiery, underwear and Rayon li 
men, women, children. ful, 
sistible Catalog and Samples now ready. 
New special big money plans. Cash bonus 
service awards, rapid promotion. No capital 
needed, Choice territories going. ush 
reply to World's Star Knitting Co, 781 

WOMEN: $2.15 AN HOUR FOR FULL 

spare time, distributing famous Royce 

' household goods. Flavoring Extracts, Toilet 
Goods, Rare Perfumes, etc.—225 Preparations. 
Quality guaranteed. Write Abner Royce Co., 
Established 1879, Dept. 966, Cleveland, Ohio. 


Men—Women, $1.80 an hour—No less 
Large mfg. co. established 30 years. Start 
ing new medallion dept. Amazing, new 
sales plan. First 22 agents average $1.80 
an hour steady. ae l agent wanted in 
locality. Your OWN PHOTO FREE as 
sample. Art Medallion Co., Chicago, Ill., 

~ Campbell at Jaxon Ave. 


LADIES: 62-PIECE ROSE AND GOLD 
Dinner Set FREE. Furniture, Rugs, Silver- 
ware, GIVEN. Furnish whole house by few 
hours’ Bay wa work right around home. 
Write TODAY for Big Gift Book. The Perry 
G. Mason Co., Dept. 996, Cincinnati, Ohio. 





. |representative of character. 


13 


FREE: SEND FOR NEW AUTO BOOK: 
Write today! Learn how I train you right. 
in your own home, for Electrical-Mechan- 
ical AUTO EXPERT'S Job, paying up 
to $150 A WEEK. Pig opportunities 
in Auto Business. Common Schooling all 
you need. Start for Raise in Pay, Spare- 
Time Money, or your own "usiness. 
Experience not necessary. Employment 
Service — Consultation Service, 4 epair 
and Testing Outfits, Free of Extra Cost. 
Get my book, "Auto Facts," Free! Writ 
B. W. Cooke, D. E., Dept. 603, 1910 Sunny- 
side Ave., Chicago. 
po ——— 

Wil you wear a pair of genuine 
tailor-made shoes at my expense? Will 
you show them to your friends and take 
their orders? I will ALSO send you FREE 
our big selling Outfit showing 7 
styles and 60 actual leather 
I pay my agents $8.00 daily. 
uick. Tailor-Made Shoe System, 932 

'rightwood, Dept. A., Chicago, Ill 


Great neckwear line now free! Features 
finest quality neckwear at acto prices. 
Collect big commissions dally. Write for 
FREE tie offer and FREE outfit. Nawco 
Neckwear, Desk 9-ZA, Covington, Ky. 


Send 25 Cents for a $1.00 Pocket Cigar 
Lighter and learn how to make $10.00 a 
day Easy. Sells on sight. Particulars FREE. 
Rapid Manufacturing Co., 799C Broadwa 
New York, 

TAILORING SALESMEN make real 
money selling Davis virgin wool, made-to- 
measure suits.  Low-priced, perfect-fitting, 
guaranteed. Beautiful fabrics. New mer- 
chandising plan doubles sales. Liberal 
onuses, cash prizes. Write now, P.H. Davis 
Tailoring Co., Station 30, Cincinnati, Ohio, 

$100 WEEKLY REPRESENTING LARGE 


SHIRT company—direct to wearer—wonder- 
ful opportunity for financial independence. 


£|Big commissions—easy to take orders—we 


start you with a sales-compelling outfit free. 
Write at once. Supreme Shirt Co., Desk ML, 
276 Fifth Ave., New York. 

New Selling plan makes $375.00 to 
$850.00 a month for eodaeng talloring sales- 
men. Two prices—$23.75 and $34.50—won- 
derful. workmanship and 150 beautiful 
interest ev man. Commissions .00 to 
$7. with liberal bonus. Complete details 
and selling eqapmeni FREE. State age, 
experience, exclusive territory desired and all 
other necessary information. We do-the rest 
Wright & Company, 2228 W abansia, Chicago, I 


Agents: Amazing new 3-in-1 lingerie 
combination for women making sensational 
hit. $15.00 daily easy. 

Free Outfit. "rench 
9 North Franklin, Chicago, Ill. 


Make $100 weekly selling better-quality 
all-wool made-to-measure suits and overcoats, 
Highest commissions. Extra bonus for pro- 
ducers. Large swatch samples free. W. Z. 
Gibson, Inc., 157 W. Harrison, Chicago. 


Agents: Brand new patented idea makes ` 
$75.00 weekly. Easy seller. Half million sales 
single year. Write quick. Free sample outfit. 
TRUE FIT OPTICAL COMPANY, 1445 W. 
Jackson Blvd., Department MF1, Chicago. 


MAKE MONEY WEARING SOLIDSILK 
HOSIERY. SPLENDID side line. Big profits 
for full time. Everyone a prospect. Get your 
own at fact prices. Solidsilk Hosiery Co., 
317 4th Ave., New York, N 


Become Our District Manager. Make 
Real Money organizing your territory for the 
wonderful “Health” Cooker. Every Woman a 
good prospect. Write now for details, Health 
Cooker Co., Dept. 1, Massilon, Ohio, 


All Men, Women, 18-50, Wanting To 
qualify for Forest Ranger, Railway Mall Clerk, 
Special Agent, and other Govt. Positions, $140- 
$250 month, home or elsewhere, write Mr. 
Ozment, Dept. 137, St. Louis, Mo. 


EEKL 1 ADVANCE. NEW 
Line $50.00 Tweed Suits $24.00.  Gen- 
uine All Virgin Wool. Fit guaranteed. 
Nothing like them in America. Big samples 
Manager, 44 North Ada, Chicago, Ill. 


tterns 


free. 


A PAYING, PROPOSITION OPEN to 
Take orders shoes, 
hosiery,direct to wearer. Good income. Per- 
manent. Write now. Tanners Shoe Mfg. Co., 
99 C St., Boston, Mass. 


fteen Dollars a Day. 
SON'S "New York Style" 
coats. Tailored of 100% virgin woolens. 
Priced $19.75 to $34.75. Highest com- 
missions paid daily. Experience unneces- 
sary. Valuable exclusive territory now 
open, Send for expansive sales portfolio 
with many selling features. It's free to 
men who mean business. De Luxe HARRI- 
SON raincoat line included if you write 
now. Harrison Bros. Inc. Dept. 856, 133 
West 21st St., New York, N. Y. 


Men, Get Forest Ranger Job; $125-$200 
month and home furnished; hunt, fish, trap 
on side; permanent, no strikes or shut- 
downs, vacations on full pay. For de- 
tails, write Norton, 270 McMann Bldg.. 
Denver, Colo. 


$40.00 Suits for $23.50! All one 
rice. Union made of finest quality Virgin 
Wool. You don't have know any- 
thing about selling clothing. We guar- 
antee your success if you are honest and 
willing to work. Write at once. WILLIAM 
C. BARTLETT, 850 Adams, Dept. 50& 
Chicago, Illinois. 


Sell HARRI- 
suits and over- 
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Free Proof That 
WAISTLINE FAT 


Can Be Quickly Reduced 


—without drugs, diets or exercises 
NSTEAD of wasting your time—instead of 


risking your health by weakening dicts, ex- 
hausting exercises and pill-taking, in an effort 
to get rid of bulging waistline fat—try the popular 
Weil Reducing Belt for 10 days—at our expense. 


Made of scientifically treated rubber, it causes 
a gentle, unnoticed massage action as it comes 
in contact with flabby flesh. So that with every 
move you make unwanted fat is being moulded 
away—and kept away for good—and at a fraction 


Coupon Brings Free Details 

Write us at once and you will receive our Special 
10-Day Trial offer—a detailed description of this 
most successful reducing method, the principles of 
which are highly endorsed by leading physicians 
and professional athletes everywhere. For the 
sake of your health and appearance take advantage 
of this offer at once. Send no money. Write now. 
The Weil Company, 1029 Hill Street, New Haven, 
Conn, 


— — — — — — — —— — — — — — — 


Detective Mysteries 


THIS MONTH'S 
CONTRIBUTORS 


(Continued from page 12) 


culties confronting them, as related 
in The Mystery of the Vanished Car, 
appearing on page 36, this issue, are 
real, sure-enough boys. We suspect 
that one of them is Mr. Caldwell, 
himself, some few years back. 

Cy Caldwell was born in Nova 
Scotia in 1892, started flying at the 
age of 23, joined the Royal Flying 
Corps in the following year (1916), 


serving in France for ten months 
with the 102nd Night Bombinz 
Squadron, then instructed in flying 


until 1919. 
Then he joined the Canadian Air 


Board, did forest patrols for two 
years; tested airplanes for the 
Glenn L. Martin Company for three 


years, and thereaíter sold airplanes 
on the road as flying traveling sales- 
man until last year. He is now a 
feature writer on the staff of the 
Aero Digest, and lives in New York 
City. 


i ý ai THE WEIL COMPANY, "p . . , y 
of the price charged by expert masseurs. 1029 Hill Street, New Haven, Conn. The following is Mr. Caldwell's 
: Gentlemen: Please send me complete description wn acc E- hinscolf » " : 
Look Thinner Instantly of the Weil Scientific Reducing Belt and aloo your own account of himself: Married 


Special 10-Day Trial Offer. no chil- 


radio—and no 


seven years and still happy ; 


Take your waist measurement before and after f 
dren, no dogs” no 


this Free 10-Day Trial. Note the difference in | Name........sseesosecesussesesssoessose 


inches. Feel the improvement in your general as money.” 

condition. According to the terms of our abso- | Address.. i 

lute guarantee, you must be thoroughly satisfied | ^ — — es ‘ 

with the mnis secured—or you pay nothing. do PTETTLESRYI TELLE C State....... ees .| PAT KINSELLA, of the New York 








Police Force, is credited with having 
put more women crooks behind th. 
bars of the penitentiary at Auburn 
than any other detective at Head- 
quarters. He has specialized on 
female delinquents, and it was his 
reputation in this field that led to his 
being assigned to the case of “Night- 
Life Polly” described on page 24 of 
this issue 

Ordinarily, Kinsella does not work 
on murder cases. He does not wish 
to be known as a vindictive sleuth. 
Despite his formidable record of 
convictions, he claims to have per- 
suaded a still larger number of mis- 
guided girls to abandon a life of 
crime. 


LOWELL HOWARD MORROW, 
whose stirring account of the theft 
of $100,000 by the young mail clerk, 
Bill Clark, which leads this issue, 
under the title “Easy Money," was 
born in Napoleon, Ohio. He does 
not tell us when, but he was left an 
orphan at six and from the age of 
twelve had to shift for himself. 

His varied career that followed 
started with lumberjacking at 





Are You Thin and Weak? 


Bernarr Macfadden's book, “Gaining Weight,” 
is based on common sense plus a profound knowl- 
edge of the human body. His carefully outlined in- 
structions are devised to fit every varying circum- 
stance and condition of theindividual. Send for 
this book today. Price 50c. postpaid, if you send 
cae! E - Men or we will send the book to you 
>. plus postage. 

NATIONAL JEWELRY CO. MACFADDEN PUBLICATIONS, Inc. Dept TD-9 

Mactadden Bldg. New York 


CLUTCH) 
GIVEN Dept. J-79, 24 East 21st St., New York 
SPARE 


Mese or work at Ron d a everywhere. Writing for newspapers, magazines, Experience 
xperlence unnecessary, le e : 
perience unnecessary end for our free particulars. unnecessary. Details and copyright book FREE. 


No obligations, Write, 
American Detective System, 2190 Broadway, New York | PRESSSYNDICATE, 1263,St. Louis, Mo. 


Travel For “UNCLE SAM" 


| 5 0: AWEEK 
References, No Delay, 
Nothing to Sign, Just say 

**Send that Pin.’ 


Blazing, blue-white, fu! 
cluster scarf p in. Genuine Soli 
14 karat white gold, mounted with nine 
[p diamond reproductions. Looks 
like $500.00, Gorgeous gift. Velvet gift 
box See anti-theft clutch free. Send No 

75 and post- 
cT after 

























































RAILWAY POSTAL CLERKS ,-. — == =—--- 


FRANKLIN INSTITUTE 
$1900 to $2700 a Year 7t Dept. M271, Rochester, N. Y. 
Many Other Government Jobs 


Rush t entirely f; f cha: 
fuh pi i ely fron of dese qud A full description 


"en - te a PE r i i 

Men - Women JE SROVER E Sear reese twenty, then he tried the life of 
e o s > NN post fee clerk n 1o: o §32999-$2700 hobo for a time, later became a 
Set ERE QUE QU = + o CityMali Carrier - =  ($1700-$2100 | sailor before the mast on Atlantic 

Long Vacation With Pay 7 d... = Croat ot Sevens, De c. . . ($1140-$1860) 
Mail Coupon Now. bo e TODAY PI PEI < * ¢$4800-§3000 | Coasting schooners, and finally, news- 
ct nce. * 
OST Fi B 7 phere "PPP 06$0080c0904690000040940909000€0642,000006090000 paper correspondent and special- 
P A PEEYYXA T TRE a eee eee TM WU 2 1 1 
this Coupon before you misiay It, WRITE OR PRINT PLAINLY. article writer. 
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Gorgeous 
lamp stands 
A 63 in. high. 
3|, Pedestal 
& finished in 
dullantique 
gold and 

gold stippling 

Ba (hammered 
LA effect) with 
® ebony black 
bands, The 6 
panel oval 
shade is lus- 
trous shirred 
blue georg- 
ette over rose 
Sateen. Regu- 
lar $16 value. 





YEAR TO PAY 


arity of velour liv- 





BUILT TO LAST FOR YEARS 


Construction of this suite throughout is 
especially sturdy. Strongly made, attrac- 
tive frames are of selected and seasoned 
hardwood, finely finished in rich brown 
mahogany. Covering is an excellent grade 
of figured velour in a beautiful blue and 
taupe pattern that will harmonize with 
any furnishings. Suite is upholstered 
throughout with an abundance of finest, 
sanitary materials, overlaid with pure cot- 
ton batts. Strong, helical coil springs, in 
the seat of each piece, prevent sagging 
and add to the comfort. Davenport has 18 
springs in seat while rocker and arm chair 
have 9 each. All in all, this suite is built 
to last many years. 

The davenport opens with a single easy 
motion intoa restful, full-size bed for two 
people. You do not sleepon the upholstery, 
the bed compartment has its own link fab- 
ric spring. During the day bedding is out 
of sight—concealed in davenport interior. 


Home Furnishers to 


ei > Spear&-Cox< 


Size of bed section 72 inches by 48 inches 
open. Widthof davenport overall 54 inches. 
Rocker and arm chair 28 inches wide over- 
all, height of backs from seat 20 inches. 
Just the right proportions to insure com- 
plete comfort and restfulness. 


Take a Year to Pay 

Mail the coupon with $1 today. We will send 
this 3-piece Velour Bed Davenport Suite and 
give you this artistic lamp. Use everything for 
30 days as if it were your own, Then if you are 
not convinced of their worth, return these arti- 
cles, We will refund your first payment and 
transportation charges both ways. You risk 
nothing. 

Order No. BA 4215, 3-Piece Brown 


Mahogany Suite, Blue and Taupe - 


Velour covering, and Gift Lamp, Sale 


Priceonly $59.95. Terms $1 with order 
$4.75 monthly." á E 


: " President ^ ` 


PITTSBURGH, PA. 
Dept. M 801 


New, brand new ... this 8-piece Velour 
Bed Davenport Suite of costly design below 
regular factory cost! An astounding offer! 
And with it we give you, at no extracharge, 
this stunning floor lamp of very latest style. 


30 Days FREE Trial KI 


Never has the good, old-fashioned American dollar bought so 
much in fine furniture. This suite alone would cost you $90 any- 
where else, and theonly reason we can offer you this suite actually 
cause we took over the entire output of 
a manufacturer inurgent need of cash. Our good fortune is your 
good fortune. You know theincreasing popu 

ing room furniture—everyone demands velour suites nowadays. 
This one is not only an exquisitely beautiful suite for the living 
room, but a full-size comfortable double bed is embodied in the 





davenport, which is concealed and out of way when not in use. 
A living room and bedroom suite combined. Just like having 
another room — à spare bed room for unexpected guests. 
You can actually own this suite and the lamp, have them 
right in your own home, in use, in no time—just send $1 with 
order today. And better still: you can have them on 30 days 
FREE trial. You are sole judge of the value. If you do not be- 
lieve this the greatest bargain ever, return suite and lamp and 
we will refund your $1 and transportation charges both ways. 















Send for Big FREEBook 


This bookis filled from covertocover 
with household treasures—bargains all 
of them—sold on easy payments—sent 
on 30 days’ FREE trial—every purchase 
backed by a gold bond guarantee, There 
are wonderful bargains in furniture, 
rugs, curtains, stoves and everything 
for the home. Sent toyou without obli- 
gation to buy. Mail coupon today. 


i SPEAR & CO., Dept. M 801, Pittsburgh, Pa. 


W Send me at once the Velour Bed-Davenport Suite and the Gift Floor Lamp without 


extra charge, as described above. Enclosed is $1 first It £ o 
: that. if at tho end of 30 days trial, I am satisfied, 1 will send you $4. 75 momtidye 
Ordér No. BA 4215. Salo Price $59.05, Title remains with you until paid in full. 


payment. 


i R.F. D. | 
E Street and No. 
" 

1 Post Offi 

LI 


RCO. = annie = = = .-.State.. A 
if your shipping point is different from your post office fill in line below 


: Send shipment to............ Eus ay malware ud ee 
H he FREE Catal ly, Send » 
BC CNEILEY ICA Im 
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ALADDIN 


All Materials ~ Readi~cut 


| $618 


WE PAY THE FREIGHT 


You can buy all materials for a complete home | a 


direct from the manufacturer and save four pro- = "- 
fits on the lumber, millwork, hardware, labor. =< ^ — 
£ Alllumbercut-to-fit,high- [ m wams pans 340 

T a eadi-cu' 

Price Includes est grade interior wood- ; See 

work, siding, flooring, windows, doors, glass, paints, hardware, nails, = 

lath, peer PP instructions and drawings are also furnished. 

o 


Safe arriva complete materials is guaranteed. We pay the freight 
to destination on all Houses, Summer Cottages and Garages. 


SAVE 18% waste = 30% cos: 


cost 


The lumber that’s wasted costs just as much as the lumber that’s used, 
and the best way to cut your cost is to save the usual waste. The Aladdin 
System prepares all the lumber in our mills ready to be nailed in place. 
Cost of lumber is reduced 18 per cent, cost of labor is reduced 30 per 


cent. Quantity production of standard designs allows us to quote the very low prices 
we do, and still maintain the High Quality materials Aladdin Homes are noted for, 


> 


An Materiais Readieut | | | 


me s 


oe, 


1s—3 Plans 5 
All Materials—Readi-cut 


ete! 


7 Rooms —1 Plan $ 
All Materials—Readi-cut 


TO= 


Aladdin’s 21 Years’ Success 


is proof that you can do as thou- 
sands of other home builders do 
every year—save from $200.00 to 
$800.00 by building an Aladdin 
Home. The savings, after building 
a small home, will add more to your 
happiness than the luxuries of a 
big home. Aladdin has made 
it possible for the family of moder- 
ate means to own a warm, strong 
home at a very low cost. Thereisan 
Aladdin near you wherever you live. 
Goandseeone. SAVE money, timeandan- 
noyance by ordering all materials from one 


reliable manufacturer. The FREE catalog 
Gives all facts. Send coupon for it today. 


Aladdin Certified Lumber 
Aladdin homes are all built of 
beautiful, clear siding, clear flooring, 
clear interior woodwork, and sound, 
strong framing. You get the finest 


quality of materials obtainable. They £ 


are permanent, year ’round houses, 
andare not oe or sectional in 
any sense. They are just like any 
other architect-designed, contractor- 
built homes in your neighborhood, 
and are warm in winter. Our blue 
prints and instructions make it easy 
for anyone familiar with tools to 
erect an Aladdin. We guarantee safe ar- 


rival of complete materials and PAY 
THE FREIGHT to destination. 


SEND COUPON For FREE Catalog {oie cuoi 


home, garage or summer cottage that you will like. Address coupon to nearest mill and mail TODAY. 


The ALADDIN COMPANY Mituicas 


Also Mills and Offices: Wilmington, N.C., Portland, Ore.. Toronto, Ont. 


Garages °87" . 
Freight Paid 


Various types 
of one and 
two-car gas 
rages shown 
in the cata- 
log. Twelve 
different de- 
signs to choose 
from. 


Summer 
Cottages 


We furnish the same high 
quality of materials for 


our summer cot. 

tages as we do for 

e our houses, If you 
mre interested in 


building a summer 
cottage mark the 
coupon for our spe- 
cial catalog of 27 
different designs. 


THE ALADDIN COMPANY (address nearest mill). 
Bay City, Mich.—Wilmington, N. C.—Portland, Ore. 


Please send me your FREE Money-Saving Catalog No. 511. 


aes 


Story-and-a-Half $ 


All Materials—R 
RS 
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What Chance? 


j By George William Wilder 















































j N 
j BUSINESS man, when contemplating the establishment of his trade, N 
f : carefully weighs the chances for and against the accomplishment of his SN 
/: object. BN 
HE "e 
s i The man who is lured by the “easy money” that beckons the would-be law- i 
i E breaker, may wisely follow his example. Almost every month science reveals AN 
i some new method in the process of combating crime. iN 
/ “The sequel that followed the accidental leaving of a grimy pair of overalls R 
AE at the scene of a train hold-up in the Siskiyou Mountains of Oregon, on October i 
hi 11th, 1923, vividly illustrates what the criminal of to-day is up against in his i) 
ji efforts to “get away with it.” iN 
i l Spots on the overalls, thought at first to be grease, were found to be gum A 
/:  — from fir-trees, and from this it was ascertained where the owner of the overalls iN 
d : had been employed. Their size and cut determined his probable size and build. iN 
i: Deposits of pitch under the left-hand flap, while the right-hand flap was clean, HN 
ii showed he was left-handed. Microscopic examination of two human hairs, iN 
7i taken from a button, disclosed his approximate age. Several grains of rock salt aN 
si in one of the pockets betrayed his rendezvous—a cattleman’s cabin not far from ie 
s! the scene of the crime. ie 
pi It took a long time to find the owner of this particular pair of overalls— M 
VE over three and one-half years of constant, world-wide. search. But he was iN 
f: found, and he and his two brothers, who aided him in the train hold-up in which i 
e: four men were brutally killed, were each sentenced in the early part of June of le 
E this year, to life imprisonment in the State penitentiary at Salem, Oregon. je 
A sa 
f So ended the famous D'Autremont brothers case. Hk 
/; i 
" The man to-day who deliberately turns to crime, might as well leave his iN 
s: name and address with the police authorities before he begins, for the long arm ie 
i of the law will reach out—and will eventually get him. iN 
p What chance has he? R 
D je 
di iN 
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Iwill h BL¢ b E ID i WA -yet they cannot wear 


the ,ame shades of POWDER ana ROUGE 


By Mme. JEANNETTE DE CORDET - Famous Beauty Specialist 


Two sisters—so exquisitely fashioned it seems a miracle they 
could be so exactly alike! Yet—their coloring is not the same. 
These sophisticated sisters are conscious of their twinship in fea- 
tures—but more conscious of their individual coloring. They do 
not wear the same shade of powder, nor the same tone of rouge. 
. .. The tone of your skin— rather than the color of your hair and eyes 
— determines your type. Do not disguise your type with a too light 
powder, nor an odd tone of rouge, but skilfully aid Nature by 
accenting your natural coloring, and thus give emphasis to your 
type...With Pompeian you can use just the right shade of powder 
and the correct tone of rouge for your skin. 


PON(PELASN BEAULY POWDER 


and 8 € »€ Pd 


OMPEIAN Beauty Powder and 

Pompeian Bloom both come in 
five perfect shades for the various 
types of women. The Powder ad- 
heres perfectly, remaining in a vel- 
vety finish for hours. The Bloom, 
a rouge of absolute purity, comes 
in tones that blend perfectly with 
Pompeian Powder. 


POWDER and BLOOM each 60c 
Ask for the BLOOM in the NEW purse size 


Pan OO Oh See ee Se 


Madame Jeannette, The Pompeian Laboratories 
Dept. 402 I, 595 Fifth Ave., New York 

I enclose 10c (coin or stamps) for which please 
send me your new 20-page booklet, ‘Your Type 
of Beauty," showing 24 different types of women 
illustrated in color. Also your Sampler of the 5 
shades of Pompeian Beauty Powder in glass vials. 


“EASY 
MONEY” 


“One hundred thousand 
dollars, Bill! Think of 
it, man!’ 


“It was the tempter in 
Bill Clark’s ear. He 


listened, and when the 
time came——”’ 


By 
BILL CLARK 


as told to 
LOWELL HOWARD MORROW 


antly, searchingly—the light of hope in his large, 
round eyes. Only for a moment I met his eager 
gaze, then I looked away over the hazy hills to where 
the mellow blue of the sky merged with their summits. His 
proposition staggered, appalled, yet fascinated me, and set 
my nerves a-tingle. He was right: money ruled the world 
—and I needed money badly. But I was not sure of myself. 

“Come, old man—it's easy." 

His drawling words shifted my stare back to his earnest 
face, and I took note of the smile of confidence that was 
wrinkling the corners of his thin-lipped mouth, and the ex- 
pression on his face gave me courage. I began to believe 
in his plan. Something akin to our old boyhood trust re- 
turned, for in those days he was a leader. Slim had a 
reputation of being slow, but he certainly was slow in no 
way save in speech. He was always sure of himself. 


2 yos ASHLEY was looking at me again—expect- 





Yes, it was a dangerous scheme. 
would do it for 
need never know 


But I 
elen's sake—and she 


“The tempter who seduced Eve in the Garden of Eden had 
nothing on you, Slim,” I said, and laughed, though there 
was a tremor to my mirth. 

“Get a grip on yourself, Bill, and put this thing over,” he 
advised confidently. “Put your scruples aside and pick up 
the coin. Think of it, man, all you got to do is pick it up! 
You just remarked that you have always been Monest and 
have been kicked for your pains.” 


“Yes,” I acknowledged, “that is true. It has brought me 


no money.” 
“Money talks, Bill. And all the world is listening.” 
I believed him. I had health, the love of a good girl, a 


good job and hosts of friends. But I lacked what I con- 
sidered of more value than all—money and its power. 
“You are right, Slim,” I said, “but I ig 
“You need the stuff, Bill,” he interposed hurriedly. 
“There is Helen, you know.” 
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I gave him a startled look, then once more looked away. 
A hot flash swept my body and my ears burned. The sudden 
mention of Helen Martin caused his scheme to lose much 
of its ugly aspect. I had it in my power to make her com- 
fortable and happy. All I had to do was reach out, pluck 
our air castles, and put them on solid ground. Slim was 
right—it was easy.’ Yes, it was a dangerous scheme. But I 
would do it for Helen's sake—and she need never know. I 
owed it to her. Our love had been ardent, but unwise, and 
it was vastly important that we marry before a certain day. 

But—I lacked the means on which to marry so proud a 
girl. I knew she was looking forward to riches and social 


prominence. She often had mentioned such things. I wanted 
her to have everything-her heart could wish—automobiles, 
But my 


servants, a fine home and leisure to enjoy life. 
salary as express mes- 
senger would not per- 
mit a fraction of these 
things. My rise in the 
service had been rapid, 
so that at 
twenty-six I 
was one of the 
most trusted 
messengers on 


A j M. 


My assistant 
stirred in his 
sleep 


the road. However, I felt that 
the company had been niggardly 
with my salary, and I had saved 
but little of it. 

Slowly my eyes roamed the 
countryside, lingered a moment 
on our roadster over there near 
the highway, and returned to 
the little hill on whose top we 
sat. It was a place of solitude; 
there was not a soul in sight, 
and I realized that Slim had 
chosen the spot well: It was 
much safer here to discuss a 
dangerous scheme than within city walls which sometimes 
have ears. 

"You do your part and I'll do mine," he broke in abruptly. 
*As I have said, it's the safest thing in the world. "There 
has been no exchange of notes; it is certain no one „has 
overheard our confab, and we work alone. One hundred 
thousand dollars, Bill! "Think of it, man!” 

















I was thinking of it—thinking mighty seriously. As Slim 
spoke I was trying to screw up my courage and stifle my 
conscience. 

"You know all the: big fellows are getting theirs—when- 
ever they get a chance—and who can blame them? Money 
is the only thing that counts any more in this world." 

His words and manner were seductive. I wanted to honor 
them despite the misgivings that crowded in the back of my 
mind. But the soft, alluring voice of Spring was in the air. 
'The buds were bursting, and the notes of mating song-birds 
came trilling through the trees. Glorious Nature! All I 
lacked to enjoy it fully was—money. Still I hesitated. 
I thought—and thought. 

Without answering, I finally rose and looked at my watch. 

“My train leaves at nine-thirty,” I remarked casually. 
"We've got only an hour to get back to town.” 

"Well?" drawled Slim as he rose and faced 
me, his eyes burning into my soul—"what do 
you say ?" 

“It will be in my hands Wednesday night," I 
said absently, as if speaking to myself. “It 
might be arranged— 
I'm sure it might be 


arranged." 
"Then it's a go— 
is it?" His voice 
s betrayed an eager 
joy. 


For answer I gazed 


hard at him and 
reached out my 
hand. He wrung it 
silently, then we 


turned and went 
„down the hill to the 
» auto, and neither 

spoke until the mo- - 

tor was started and 

I had swung the 

machine back into 

the road. 

“I thought 
would do it,” Slim 
said- quietly, then 
lapsed into silence. 
Neither was disposed 
to talk, and aflame 
with a new thrill, I 
bent low over the 
wheel, gave the mo- 
tor the gas and 
watched the road. I 
seemed to be run- 
ning away from 
something that was 
constantly over- 
taking me, passing 
me, waiting for me 

at the top of the hill and mock- 
ing my efforts with a ghastly 
smile. Always considered a fast 
driver, I never before had 
driven my car at such reckless speed. Sub- 
consciously I realized that I had made a 
mistake. 

Still, I had made the leap into this new 
world with my eyes open—the world of money—whose god 
was the only god that answered man’s prayer. Besides, I did 
not dream of failure. There could be no failure, for had 
not Slim provided for every contingency? His plan was 
flawless, so I thought, and I could hardly curb my iat da 
to lay my hands on the fortune he had shown me. 

Arrived in the city, we parted very cordially—as always. 


you 
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I put my machine in the garage, then went to the depot and 
got aboard the express car. I looked about the car with a 
sigh of satisfaction: In a speculative mood, I noted its desks 
and compartments, its arrays of parcels and bundles. For 
years it had been the scene of my labor—now it should 
become the birthplace of my fortune. 


LIM ASHLEY had but recently returned from several 

years’ absence in the West. It was rumored that while 
there he had dealings which, if not criminal, were not 
exactly honest. For these rumors I cared nothing—now. 
My only concern was the success of our little adventure in 
finance. 

At last Wednesday night arrived. It still lacked an hour 
of train time when the special messenger came into the car 
and handed me the precious package. Once a month for 
years he had done this, for every month $100,000 in cur- 
rency, consigned to a large St. Louis bank, was entrusted to 
my company. I was not a little proud of the trust imposed 
in me personally, of my record, and the place I held in the 
hearts of my employers. So, when I signed the receipt and 
handed it to the bank messenger I fancy my hands trembled 
a little and my eyes 
fell beneath his’ honest 
gaze. 









Without stopping to chat a minute, as was my usual 


custom, I took the package over to the safe, unlocked it and 
thrust it into a drawer by the side of another one exactly 


like it. Even the seals and the stamping were identical. 
I closed the safe and turned away with a grim, exulting 
smile over my handiwork—thrilling with the thought that 
soon I would be a rich man. 

As I nervously walked the floor of the car I kept glancing 
at my watch, whose hands seemed to crawl, so anxious was 
I for the train to pull out. But all things have an end. At 
last I heard the air-brakes release, and the train began to 
move. It was warm in the car, so I shoved the door open 
a space and stood looking at the lights blinking past as we 
rattled over the yard switches out onto the main line. The 
stars were out overhead, but in the southwest, toward which 
we were heading, was a great bank of lightning-riven clouds. 


“W E’RE heading into a storm,” I observed to myself as 
I closed the door and turned to my work. “Well, it 
doesn’t matter—though I hope it will be over before we 
reach the gully.” It was at the gully where I knew Slim 
would be waiting. 

It was a run of several hours to the gully, but I kept 
wishing we were already there, and the train seemed to go at 
a snail’s pace. I could barely conceal my nervousness. from 
my assistant, but he did 
not seem to notice it, . 
and after completing 


—just as I 

took the pack- 

age from the 
safe! 


his work, sat dozing in his chair. Every little 
while I would slide the door open and gaze 
out at the night, impatiently watching for the 
signal when I knew it was still many miles 
away. 

We made but few stops between Chicago and 
St. Louis and at last we pulled out on the last lap of the 
trip. Once more I slid the door open, remarking to my 
assistant that it was close in the car, which was true. 
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“You don’t look well to-night, old man,” he said, rousing 
up. "What's the matter ?" 

I made no reply as I poked my head out. A few big drops 
of rain splashed in my face and the wind swept by én fitful 
gusts, leading the march of the black cloud mass across 
whose face the lightning played luridly. I closed the door 
and glanced at my helper. He sat leaning on the desk, his 
head on his arms, and I knew that he would soon be asleep. 
I sighed contentedly. 
EVERYTHING was favoring me. I had not long to 

wait. Trembling with eagerness, I tiptoed to the door 
and opened it far enough to shove my head out. The wind 
howled above the roar of the train, and the rain drove furi- 
ously into my face as I twisted my head and stared down 
the track until my eyes ached. Would we never come to the 
gully? Then suddenly a flash of lightning revealed its black 
mouth but a mile ahead. 

I opened the safe and took up one of the twin packages— 
the one containing the $100,000, I was sure of that! My 
assistant stirred in his sleep just as I took the package 
from the safe, and for an instant my heart was in, 
my throat, but he settled down again. My hands trembled 
as I shoved it beneath my shirt, and with a furtive 
glance at my sleeping companion, I went back to the door. 
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a sudden shock of shame and weakness. This act was so 
at variance. with the life I had always known. But in a 
minute I had reasoned away my conscience. I opened the 
safe door and stared grimly at the bogus package. I knew 
I would have some explaining to do, but I felt equal to the 
task. 

I was cool and confident when we finally arrived in St. 
Louis. I had a lay-over there of twelve hours before the 
return trip. So, after delivering my express matter and 
making out my report, I hired a swift car, crossed the river 
to Illinois and drove madly toward the gully, where I was to 
meet Slim and divide the money. 


[H* rain had ceased and the moon was riding high in a 
clear sky, so I made good time. I secreted the car in 
a clump of bushes well back írom the road and hurried 
across lots through the woods to the gully. I scratched and 
bruised my hands on the brambles, but I did not mind—so 
eager was I to get my hands on the money. I had some 
difficulty locating the spot, for Slim had allowed the fire to 
die down to a few coals, but at last I saw him sitting on a 
rock, his head bent forward in his hands, his gaze fixed on 
the flickering embers. I wondered at his abstraction as I 
bounded forward. And then he jerked up his head and 
looked at me gloweringly. 





"L'VERYTHING was favoring me. I had not long to wait. Trem- 
bling with eagerness, I tiptoed to the door and opened it far 
enough to shove my head out. The wind howled above the roar of 
the train, and the rain drove furiously into my face as I twisted my 
head and stared down the track until my eyes ached. Would we 


never come to the gully ? 
“Then suddenly a flash ——" 





Now that I had actually stolen the money and taken the 
first step toward riches, my remaining scruples vanished in 
a bunch. I opened the door and stood there waiting, un- 
mindful of the driving rain that swished past me into the 
car. I was reckless. I now felt superior to all conse- 
quences. I was conscious of an inner exhilaration I had 
never experienced before. I even chuckled at the idea of a 
conscience which had troubled me before. 1 was bidding 
poverty good-by. I was opening the door of happiness to 
Helen—the sweetest girl in the world. 


I STRAINED my eyes into the gloom until they burned 
from the lash of the storm. Suddenly there was a slight 
sound at the desk. I turned in alarm. My assistant was 
again stirring uneasily in his sleep. For several minutes I 
watched him fearfully as the train sped on. I cursed him 
under my breath. Must he awaken now and spoil it all? 
But he soon grew quiet. I turned back to the door and’ 
took the precious package in my hand. Just in time! 
Ahead so close that as we rushed toward it, it seemed to 
leap up at me, was the blazing camp-fire agreed upon. In 
an instant it was blinking and sizzling in the rain right 
before me. I hurled the package and saw it fall within the 
circle of the fire's light. I was wondering where Slim was, 
when the broad brim of his felt hat rose up out of the 
shadows, and in a moment he ran forward and picked up 
the package. 
I closed the door and dropped into a chair, overcome by 


“What’s the big idea of changing the plan?" he growled, 
rising and staring at me with narrowing eyes. 

“What—what do you mean?" I stammered, aghast at his 
manner. 

"Why didn't you throw it off? Where is it? Got it 
with you ?” z 

For a minute I stared agape, unable to comprehend hi 
questions. 

“Come, Bill, produce the goods. 
it over with.” 

“I want to know what the devil you mean,” I said testily. 

His eyes narrowed to mere slits as his face grew dark in 
the flare of the fire. He came up close and gazed at me 
with burning eyes. 

“Look here, Bill" he finally rasped—‘don’t you try to 
double-cross me! Play fair or I'll squeal.” 

*Squeal !" I echoed in blank astonishment. 

“I reckon you came out here to tell me you didn't get the 
stuff. You want it all and——" 


Let's divvy up and have 


“ 


DON’T know what you are driving at, old man,” I 
cut in sharply. “You seem to think I am trying to gyp 
you out of your share, when you have it all. I threw it off 
and I saw you pick it up. So come across.” 

Once more he leered in my face insultingly. 

"Damn you, Bill!” he said in a burst of anger, “this 
won't do. You got to play fair!” 
“You talk in riddles, Slim. I stole the stuff—and now— 
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now " | paused as a startling thought seared my brain 
—"now I want my share!” 


“Bill, you know you lie. You want to keep it all and 





p: 


“Don’t call me a liar I shot back, now in a blinding 
rage. And then in a surge of fear and chagrin I saw the 
truth—the man before me was acting a part! I remembered 
how good an actor he was back in the old school days 
whenever we staged our amateur shows. He had concealed 
the meney and now was stoutly insinuating that he had 
never received it. He would keep it all and laugh at my 
helplessness. Oh, what a fool I had 
been! I had no thought of stealing the 
money until he suggested it—and 
now 





“Damn you!" I barked, beside my- 
self with fear and rage. "Produce 
that money or T'll choke the life out of 
you!” I grabbed him fiercely by the 
shoulders. At that he sprang back with 
a snarl and made a motion to draw his 
gun. Then I leaped 
upon him. He 
clenched and tried 
to throw me off, 
but I hung on des- 
perately, and being 5 
pretty evenly F 
matched, we 
surged back and 
forth in a deadly 
embrace. Twice 
Slim reached for 
his gun, but each 
time I caught his 
hand. Once we 
went down to- 
gether, only to 
struggle to our 


feet without either My soul quailed 
Ini : agian under Helen’s 
gaining an advan- stern gaze. 
tage. “Go!” she said 
We stumbled —“‘and may 
through the fire, God forgive 


i ou. I cannot!” 
scattering the coals y 


about the ground; 
swung in and out 
among the shadows and 
fell against trees. Both of 
us were gasping for 
breath and I felt myself 
weakening. When my heels 
caught on a root, Slim 
forced me back and I 
came down on the back of 
my head. It was a crunch- 
ing blow. A blackness 
enveloped me—and I 
knew no more. 


r was high noon when 

I came to my senses. 
My head throbbed hor- 
riby as I sat up and 
stared stupidly about. 
Then as my roving eyes 
noted the dead camp-fire 
and the evidences of the struggle, bitter" memory drifted 
back. Presently I staggered to my feet and felt the back of 
my head. It was clotted with blood from contact with a 
sharp stone. I looked about. Slim was nowhere in sight. 
With a groan I slumped down on a log, the whole awful 
truth crushing my soul. He was a false friend. I had 











stolen to fill the pockets of another man. 
consequences alone. I was ruined. 

Hour after hour I sat huddled on that log, all the pangs 
of remorse and hopelessness gnawing at my heart, all the 
barbed shafts of a wounded conscience searing my brain. 
Several trains rumbled past, but I paid no heed to them. 
Lost in the depths of my misery, I longed to die, then, 
coward that I was, I shrank back from death. I would flee 
from my crime. But thoughts of Helen and her hapless 
state made me resolve to stay and face the ordeal for her 
sake. After all, I reasoned, they could prove nothing. 

I went to a creek and bathed the wound in my head, then 
back to my car. Once on the highway 
I was again tempted to flee, but I 


I must face the 



















overcame it and reso- 
lutely turned the car 
toward St. Louis. 

By the time I reached the city I had coddled myself into 
the notion that, aside from Slim Ashley's treachery, things 
were not so dark after all. There (Continued on page 70) 


“NIGHT-LIFE POLLY” 


Three persons had 
possible motives in 
the brutal murder 
of Polly Benton, 
beautiful artist's 
model. The clues 
Detective Kinsella 
finally obtained, 
led to the amaz- 
ing discovery 
that — 


By Detective PAT KINSELLA 
As told to W. ADOLPHE ROBERTS 


one July morning, not so long ago, was enough to 

startle me out of my usual matter-of-fact attitude 

toward the daily grist of crimes. Polly Benton had 
been murdered. 

Now, that name—or, rather, the real name it stands for— 
had lately been given a tremendous notoriety by the news- 
papers. Her death consequently called for head-lines in 
the largest black-faced type. It would cause a public sen- 
sation, and we detectives, after all, are part of the public. 
We may become a bit hard-boiled on the subject of ordi- 
nary murders, but when the victim is well known, we're 
just as capable of feeling excited as the next person. 

In my case, there was a special thrill. I knew Polly 
Benton, because I had once had her under supervision in 
the line of my duty. She was known as “Night-Life Polly" 
in half the cabarets in New York. 

A year earlier, she had been an artist's model, and one 
of a dozen girls whom the eccentric millionaire, Gilbert 
Sigerson, had selected to train for a career in the movies. 
He had pretended, at any rate, that the movies were the 
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T news that greeted me when I reported for duty 






inspiration of his queerly conducted philanthropy. He had 
started a school supposed to be open to all worthy appli- 
cants, but of the thousands who tried to get in, he had picked 
only young working girls, under eighteen years of age, 
pretty and unprotected. Half of them had neither father 
nor mother living, and the remaining six lived with mothers 
who were widowed or divorced. 

There had been classes in pantomime, dancing, and other 
exercises at the school. But it is certain that the aged 
millionaire, who was past sixty-five, had spent a good deal 
of the time in giving “studio” teas at which he was the 
only man present, and in petting those of the girls who 
were willing to be petted. 


LD SIGERSON had paid particular attention to Helen 
Costigan and Polly Benton. These two, apparently, had 
been anxious to please him; had, in fact, been rivals for his 
senile affection and the gifts of jewelry and candy that went 
along with it. 
Scandal had started to buzz when a Mrs. Smith, mother 
of one of the students, had complained to the Police Depart- 
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ment that Sigerson had been persistent in his attempts to 
fondle her daughter, Georgina, though the latter had re- 
pulsed him. I was assigned to investigate the matter, and 
I met Polly Benton and Helen Costigan at that time. Polly 
was a beautiful child of seventeen, with bronze-red hair and 
blue eyes, well developed physically and worldly wise be- 
yond her years. I did not obtain any evidence of criminal 
practices, but I did succeed in frightening Sigerson and he 
closed the school. 

The newspapers got wind of it. Some of them kidded 
the old Lothario about his “tea parties,” while the more 
conservative editors wrote solemnly in condemnation of 
the police for not having ferreted him out before. The 
thing would have blown over, however, if Sigerson had 
not suddenly married Polly—with her mother’s consent, of 
course. Thereupon, suits for breach of promise had been 
brought in behalf of both Helen Costigan 
and another girl named Gertrude Heinholz. 
The lid was off. The yellow press proceeded 
to rake over every imagina- 
ble detail of Sigerson’s life, 
.his movie school, his fond- 
ness for young girls, his mar- 
riage. The out- 
cry  resembled 
in some respects 


the recent 
Browning af- 
fair. 


And the wave 
of sensational- 
ism had just 
about reached 
its crest when 
I learned that 
Polly had been 
killed. 

A few minutes 
after I arrived 
at Headquarters 
that morning, I 
was summoned 
to the office of 
the Chief of the Homicide 
Bureau. 


-YOU'RE assigned to 

the Benton case, Kin- 
sella,” the Chief told me 
curtly. “Go right along 
with Detectives Guilfoyle 
and Baker, of the regular 
squad. Work closely with 
them, and re- 
port every day 
to me.” 

I knew, with- 
out asking, that 
T had been put 
on this job—al- 
though I was 
not a member 
of the Homicide Squad— 
because of the work I had 
done in probing the irregu- 
larities of the movie school 
and more especially because 
I had been in contact with 
Polly. On our way up-town 
to the Sigerson home in the 
West Seventies, Guilfoyle 
gave me first details con- 
cerning the murder. 


Old Sigerson 
had paid par- 
ticular atten- 
tion to Helen 
Costigan and 
Polly Benton 


“The jane was stabbed with some kind of a dagger," he 
said callously, speaking out of one corner of his mouth, 
above the roaring of the train. “A scream was heard about 
four o'clock in the morning. A maid-servant got to her 
first. She was too far gone to talk. Then her husband 
came. They slept in separate bedrooms. No arrests as 
yet, but it looks bad for Sigerson.” 


LISTENED to this typical sleuth’s report without com- 

ment. I preferred to form my own judgments, on the 
scene of the crime. á 

Sigerson lived in a modernized, brownstone private house 
on the north side of the street, near Columbus Avenue. 
Guilfoyle, Baker, and I were admitted by a uniformed police 
man who was standing guard in the hallway. He directed 
us to the second floor front, where a dreadful exhibit of 
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sudden death awaited us silently. An examining medical 
officer had been there and gone, but care had been taken 
not to disarrange the evidence. 


potty BENTON’S body lay face downward on the floor, 

some three feet away from the bed. A deep wound which 
had bled copiously, was visible below the left shoulder. It 
could only have been inflicted from behind, by means of a 
powerful downward stab. An open window leading to a roof 
garden suggested that the murderer had entered the room that 
way, and that the girl had leaped from her bed in terror. The 
scream had almost certainly been uttered prior to the fatal 
blow. The latter had pierced her lungs and reached the 
heart cavity, and must at once have cut her breath short. 





























The girl’s rage 
had attracted the 
attention of those 
near—and they 
later remembered 
her threat 


I scrutinized the edges of the wound and was struck by 
the fact that it had been caused by a three-cornered instru- 
ment, one side of which had been grooved. This strange 
weapon had been withdrawn and was not in the room. If 
it could be found, it would obviously be the most important 
clue to the identity of the murderer. 

A search we three detectives made for finger-prints and 
footprints proved entirely fruitless. However, we located 
and ticketed as being of possible significance the following 
objects : 

(1) A paper napkin, stained with coffee and crumpled 
loosely into a ball, found on the carpet between Polly’s 
corpse and the dressing-table. 

(2) A cigarette butt, found on the arm of a chair, which 
it had scorched. 

(3) A long yellow hair, found clinging to one of the 
lace curtains at the open window. 

We then passed to the roof garden, where we observed 
that the gravel had recently been disturbed, though no defi- 
nite tracks had been left. This roof garden ran the width 
of the house. A fire-escape connected it with the back yard. 
But the window of the bathroom opened on to it, on the 
same level as the two windows of Polly’s 
room. - Whether the murderer had been a resi- 
dent of the house, or had climbed to the roof 
by means of the fire-escape, he could have 
approached Polly most read- 
ily by way of the bathroom— 
and with the least danger of 
being seen. 

We returned indoors, and 
proceeded to question 
the material wit- 
nesses. Gilbert Siger- 

-son, two maid-ser- 
vants, and the cook, 
a woman, had been 
detained in the front 
parlor. The million- 
aire looked haggard, 
almost fear- 
stricken. I 
uttered the 
customary 
warning 
against their 
saying any- 
thing that 
might tend to 
incriminate 
them. The 
women sobbed, 
but Sigerson 
was eager to 


talk. 


4 Y wife 

and I 
spent the eve- 
ning at home," 
he stated. “We 
played cards 
until about 
eleven o'clock, 
at which hour 
she went to 
bed. I joined 
her in her 
bedroom a lit- 
tle later, and 
we chatted 
until after 
twelve. I then 
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went to my own room, fell asleep very quickly, and knew 
nothing about the awful tragedy that occurred until Polly’s 
maid, Mary Powell, woke me up at a quarter past four and 
told me about it.” i 

“H’m! Did you smoke cigarettes while you were having 
your last chat with your wife?” I asked. 

“T suppose I did. I am always smoking cigarettes.” 

“And did either or both of you take coffee?” I went on, 
thinking of the stained paper napkin I had found. 

“Coffee! Why, no! We drank no coffee last night,” 
he answered, plainly uncomfortable, and much mysti- 
fied. 

“Did you have coffee served in Mrs. Sigerson's bedroom 
at other times ?" 

"In the mornings—yes, occasionally. 
fast there together yesterday morning.” 


We took break- 


"All right. Where is your bedroom 
located ?" 

"It is a front room on the second 
floor." 


*Next to your wife's, that is to say. Do 
you mean to tell us that you, who were 
nearest to her, did not hear her scream, 
did not know she was being mur- 
dered, until a maid brought the 
news to you?" 

“Yes! O God—it's horrible to 
hear it put that way, but 
it’s the truth. I am a very 
sound sleeper.” 

“Now, Mr. Sigerson, do 
you care to tell us whether 
you were on good terms 
with your wife, especially 
whether you had any hard 
words with her yesterday ?" 

He squirmed miserably. 
“I—I prefer not to answer 
such questions before con- 
sulting my lawyer,” he 
stammered. 


UILFOYLE then called 

forward the maid, Mary 
Powell. I noted that her 
hair was yellow, which ac- 
counted plausibly for the 
hair I had discovered on 
the curtain. She re- 
peated her story of 
the scream in the 
night, and of having 
run down-stairs 
from her room on 
the top floor to find 
her mistress bleed- 
ing to death. 

“Can you prove 
that the attack on 
Mrs. Sigerson was 
made before you 
started down- 
stairs?” I asked. 

The other two 
servants promptly 
set the point at rest. 
They, also, had been awak- 
ened by the scream, they said. 
They had discussed it with 
Mary Powell on the landing, 
before she had left to see what was wrong with her 
mistress. 

“Very good,” I commented, addressing the Powell girl. 


“I hate you and I’m going 

to kill you, so help me 

God!” said the Costigan 
girl 


“But earlier in the evening—before you retired to your 
room, or afterwards—did any sounds of a peculiar nature 
reach you from the second floor ?" 

“T don’t know what you mean,” she replied. 

“Tm talking straight English, all the same. I ask you 
whether you heard anything you'd have thought worth re- 
peating as gossip—to the cook, we'll say ?" 


e ELL, Mr. and Mrs. 
their quarrels, from 
slowly. “I couldn't make 
bawling each other out." 
Sigerson clenched his fists and started to say something, 
then thought better of it. 
I dropped the quiz, in which, to (Continued on page 92) 


Sigerson were having one of 
ten o'clock on," the girl said 
out the words, but they were 



































The Murder 


at PINEHURST 


“I saw a figure 
in dim outline, 
with  upraised 
hand—there came 
a terrific crash— 
and I knew no 
more 


By DAN B. HOSMER 


Superintendent of the 
F. N. BURNS 
Detective Agency of 
Wichita, Kansas 


HE telephone rang. “Yes, 
this is the detective agency, 


Hosmer speaking," I said 
mechanically, placing the re- 
ceiver to my ear, expecting the 
call to be an operative reporting. 
"Carson speaking for Mr. John 
Baintree, sir. Mr. Baintree has 
been injured—is probably dying, 
and he wishes to confer with you 
personally at Pinehurst, on a mat- 
ter of great importance. Could 
you come at once, sir?" 

"Please say that I will be there 
as quickly as possible," I replied, 
and I hung up the receiver on 
Carson's “Thank you, sir," and 
began locking my desk. 

"What's doing?” queried Crane, swinging his feet from 
the window-sill to the floor with a thud. Crane was barely 
twenty-one, the baby of the force, but he was a clever little 
operative and always in demand because of his winning 
personality and ability to make friends readily. 

“John Baintree is dying,” I said, and at my words I saw 
Crane’s jaw drop slightly. “He has sent for me. Ask 
one of the boys to come in and take the office. I want 
you with me.” 
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In less than five minutes we were in my car speeding 
toward Pinchurst. 

“So old John Baintree is about to cash in,” said Crane 
thoughtfully as we turned onto an arterial highway and 
picked up speed. 

“So it would seem from what his man said,” I replied, 
adding speculatively, “I wonder what service a very medi- 
ocre detective like me could render a dying millionaire.” 












“Hard to tell,” Crane replied. “I guess 
millionaires have their troubles same as 
the less fortunate. I hear the old man is 
something of a nut and keeps his place 
locked up like a jail. What do you know about him, any- 
way ?" 

“What everybody else knows—nothing for sure. He pur- 
chased Pinehurst from a South American planter many 
years ago and has lived there ever since, alone, except for 
one or two trusted servants. He avoids all contact with 
the outside world and lives in strict seclusion. The heavy 
gates are always kept locked, and no one is permitted to 
enter the grounds unless summoned by Baintree himself, 





An impenetrable 
mystery shrouds 
old Baintree's 
house of death. 
Who is the sinister 


figure who lurks 
in the background? 


or his butler. The old butler is in command, 
transacts the general- run of business, and 
guards the place against intrusion. It is 
rumored that Baintree hasn't left the grounds 
in more than twenty years. Why? Nobody 
knows." 

“Well, I’m darned glad it fell to my lot to 
accompany you," Crane answered. “I’ve been 
hearing vague stories about this strange old 
bird ever since I came to these parts, and I've al- 
ways had a burning curiosity to see inside that 
dump." By "dump," meaning Pinehurst. 

Silently we wound our way around the pine-cov- 
ered hills until at last, rounding a sharp curve, we 
came rather suddenly into full view of Pinehurst. 
'The estate was on the main-traveled highway, some 
thirty minutes from the city, and three miles from a 
small town named Waverly, and was situated far 
enough back from the road to insure privacy. A 
high, natural stone fence, covered with clinging 
vines, completely surrounded the place. A winding 
graveled drive led from the stone entrance to the 
house, a large castlelike structure of gray stone, 
which stood out prominently against a background 
of tall, blue-green pines. 

We drew up in front of the tall, stone entrance, 
barred by heavy, iron gates. Before I could honk my horn, 
or Crane could alight and ring the bell for admittance, a 
man, obviously a gardener, stepped from behind one of the 
wide supporting pillars and touched his cap. As if assured 
by our appearance that we were the parties he was expect- 
ing, he allowed the heavy gates to swing open and admit us. 

As we alighted from the car and climbed the broad, stone 
steps which led to the main entrance, I experienced a 
peculiar reaction. The house, which at a distance had ap- 
peared beautiful almost beyond description, at close range 
seemed cold, forbidding, prisonlike, with its heavily barred 
windows and drawn shades. 


I rang the bell With a promptness seemed 
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almost automatic, the door opened and a rather tall, digni- 
fied man, from all appearances a butler, admitted us. 

“T will show you to Mr. Baintree's room at once, sir,” he 
said briefly, passing all formalities. 

As we followed the gray, erect figure up the winding 
stairs, our shoes making a tap, tap, tap on the marble steps, 
the place seemed strangely deserted and ghostly in its death- 
like silence. The old man ushered us down the broad hall- 
way to the north wing of the house, where he stopped be- 
fore a closed door, and, after knocking lightly, opened it and 
stood aside for us to enter. 

I stepped across the threshold. In the dim light I noticed 
that the room was large and expensively furnished. An 
antique four-poster bed stood between two windows, and 
lying upon it, a doctor bending over him, an assistant and 
nurse in close attendance, was John Baintree, his head 
swathed in bandages. 

As we entered the room, the elder of the two physicians 
stepped back from the bedside and turned to us. 

*Mr. Baintree has been injured," he said, in curt, pro- 
fessional tones; “please be as brief as possible in your inter- 
view. Should he show signs of fatigue, call me at once. 
I shall be in the parlor on this floor," and without another 
word he turned on his heel and left the room, followed by 
the younger doctor and the nurse. 

'The old butler placed chairs for us near the bedside, and 
at a signal from his master, noiselessly withdrew from the 
room. 


“My sister, Mrs. Hess, and her daughter Ethel, and my 
nephews, Frank Baintree and George Giller, are with me. 
They have been here about ten days, having come at my 
request to. be present on June tenth, when a trust fund es- 
tablished by my father thirty-five years ago expires, and a 
distribution of the principal is to be made in accordance 
with a provision of the will. 

“T have few servants. Jan Carson is my butler, or, rather, 
butler-secretary. Carson's daughter, Mona, assists Kitty 
Haney, tlie housekeeper. Mrs. Cronk is the cook. One of 
her sons, Robert, acts as gardener, while Willie, an un- 
fortunate, assists her in the kitchen. That constitutes a 
list of the persons in the house at this time.” 


“WY OUR servants,” I said—"they have all been with you 
for some time?” . 

“Yes, for many years." 

*You consider them trustworthy ?" 

“Yes, absolutely."- 

"Now, please describe the manner of the attack, Mr. 
Baintree." 

After a short rest period, the old man resumed his story: 
“Mona Carson, my butler's daughter, is a harpist of con- 
siderable ability, and after dinner it is her custom to play 
a few selections for me, Last evening she played as usual. 
My sister, Julia, was suffering from a nervous headache 
and did not sit with us, and my nephew, George Giller, ex- 
cused himself early, pleading an important letter to write. 


I 


at a single bound. 


DREW my gun, and giving the door a kick, I landed in the room 


"^| had been a detective for many years... yet I have never 
experienced anything like the shock and horror that swept over me 


at the sight which met my eyes. 


Upon the bed——" 


“Last night I was struck down in my study when I sur- 
prised an intruder in the act of rifling my safe," John Bain- 
tree began in a low, distinct voice. “This morning, when 
I had recovered sufficiently to investigate, I discovered that 
not only had an attempt been made to break into the cabinet 
which holds the private safe in which I keep my papers, but 
that my jewel safe had also been broken into and my jewel 
collection stolen. The value of these jewels I cannot even 
estimate. The collection was started by my father many 
years ago and was priceless." 

As the old man paused, I interposed hastily: “It will 
save considerable time if you will tell me, please, what oc- 
curred prior to the attack, who all were in the house at the 
time, and everything else that you can think of that might 
be of value to me in my investigation.” 


Ju BAINTREE was apparently quite a tall man, with 
even, clear-cut features, deep-set gray eyes, and hair quite 
gray. He was reserved and direct in his manner, the type that 
could shut himself away from those about him at will, as 
completely as if a stone wall had suddenly been erected about 
him. . 

“I have guests in the house at present," the old man re- 
plied, and at his words I almost started in surprise. In 
all the years that I had been hearing about Pinehurst and 
the strange old recluse who lived there, I had never heard 
of him entertaining anyone, not even his own relatives. No 
one knew who they were even. 


That left my other nephew, Frank, and my niece, Ethel, and 
myself in the drawing-room together. 

“Ethel and Frank bore me inexpressibly; so, about, nine 
o'clock I excused myself and went to my room. I sat 
reading, and permitting myself to doze a little, fell asleep in 
my chair. I do not know how long I had been asleep, but 
I was awakened by a noise. I listened. It seemed to 
come from my study. I arose quietly and tip-toed to the 
door leading into the study, and paused a second with my 
ear against the panel. I could distinctly hear a low, prying, 
cracking sound. 

“T then opened the door—noiselessly, I thought—but the 
intruder heard me. I saw a figure in dim outline, with up- 
raised hand—there came a terrific crash—and I knew no 
more. Carson found me on the floor this morning, after 
discovering I was not in my room when he came to awaken 
me." 

“Besides the jewels, what else was taken from the safe?" 

"[ must explain," Baintree murmured, raising a hand to 
stop further questioning. “The intruder did not succeed 
in breaking into the cabinet which holds the safe where I 
kept my papers. The jewels were kept in a secret jewel 
safe behind the life-sized portrait of my father which 
hangs on the south wall of the study. I did not know that 
anyone except myself knew of the existence of the jewel 
safe. It is equipped with a burglar alarm, but it had been 
put out of commission, the double releases which permit 
the picture to swing out disclosing the safe, successfully 
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manipulated, the dial knocked off, and the jewels taken.” 

Noting that the old man was showing exhaustion, I said, 
“May I inspect the study while you rest for a few mo- 
ments ?” 

“Yes, you may go in. The study is to the left. Nothing 
has been disturbed, as no one has been in the room since 
Carson removed me this morning.” 

Directing Crane to summon the doctor to administer 
restoratives, I went into the study. It was a large room, 
considerably longer than it was wide, with tall, barred 
windows which gave it a prisonlike appearance in spite of 
its costly furnishings. Against a wall space, between two 
windows to the east, was the large carved cabinet which 
held the safe in which John Baintree kept his papers; on 
the south wall, near the door where Baintree had entered 
when struck down, hung the portrait with the secret jewel 
safe concealed behind it. A door led out onto a private 
balcony, which extendéd almost the full length of the study. 
Another door led into the hallway. Both doors were 
equipped with old-fashioned, ornate, brass latch bars with 
bolt and chain. I glanced about the room. It did not show, 
except for the damage to the cabinet door and the open 
jewel safe, that it had only a few 
hours before been the scene of a 
dramatic occurrence. 

I passed the cabinet, since 
it had not been robbed, and 
turned my attention to the 
jewel safe. The portrait of 
David Baintree was in a 
massive,  gold-leaf frame, 
with electrically 
lighted candle stand- 
ards on either side 
of it A set of 
special hinges al- 
lowed the picture to 
swing slowly out 
when the double re- 
leases were prop- 
erly worked, 
revealing the 
safe, a lightly 
constructed, built- 
in-the-wall com- 
bination affair. 
One thing was 
certain — only 
some one who 
knew about the 
double releases 
could have gotten 
to that safe. 
Whoever 
pulled the job 


evidently did not know the combination, however, for after 
gaining access to the safe, he had had to knock the dial 
off with some heavy steel instrument in order to get to the 
jewels. 

I searched the room carefully for possible clues, but found 
nothing of importance. On the library table ‘stood a heavy 
block of carved ivory, an antique curio, and on its white side 
was a spatter of blood. Here, no doubt, was the object 
which had been used to beat the aged millionaire into un- 
consciousness. I did not touch it. I would have a finger- 
print man come out at once and take the prints off of every- 
thing in the room that might have been touched by the in- 
truder. 

Having finished with my preliminary inspection of the 
study, I found my assistant, Crane (Continued on page 86) 


Carson started to 

speak. A moment 

later he had 

fainted and 

crumpled to the 
floor 









































The Hundred-Thousand- 


“The best way to cheat a cheater, is to smile,” 
he sent her on this embezzlement case. “And 


s in our 
a ENE, I t . rest coming back, for 
R s Mele 7 By RENE HANLEY, formerly Investigator 5 ; «x o w 
Twentieth pretty tough case," was 
Century this for HOWARD BROWNE the way the Chief 
afternoon for Chicago. greeted me when I 
Leave your baggage at Grand Central. Hurry over to the entered the office. 
office at once !" *Mother has been looking forward to going down to Palm 


These were the orders I received upon my return from a Beach with me," I ventured. “I thought I was going to 
trip to Los Angeles, where I had been sent to find and bring have a vacation." 

“Sorry, but you'll have to 
postpone that," he answered 







“Some sugar daddy! 
He sure looks the 
goods!" said Char- 
lotte 










back a silly little 
kid who had run 
away from home 
to enter the movies. 
The girl's mother had met us 
at the station. I had hoped to 
run out home, and had called 
up the office to report my 
arrival in New York and obtain permis- : 
sion to take the rest of the day off. shortly. “I have held back this assignment 
When I left for the West three months for twenty-four hours, so that I could put you 
before, Mr. Browne had promised me a on it. It's a big thing, and if you are success- 
month's vacation and I had planned to take mother down to ful there will be a bonus in it for you." 
Palm Beach. Accordingly, I hung up the receiver in the I was rather surprised that the Chief intimated the 
telephone booth with a snap, which was the only expression  slightest possibility of my not succeeding. As a rule his 
possible for my sorely tried patience. orders were: “Do thus and so, and bring back the bacon!” 
"You look fine, Rene, and I'm glad you've had a good I looked at him inquiringly. 
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Dollar SMILE 


said Browne to his clever little detective, when 
make ’em think you mean it. It’s worth money 


line, kid!” 


“Yes, it is going to be one of the most difficult things 
you've ever done," he said, as if reading my thoughts, “and 
if you fail this time, I won’t blame you. The proposition 
is this: you are to ‘rope in’ a very clever and alert young 
business woman who has embezzled 
one hundred thousand dollars from 
her employer, and get her to give you 
back that money. She must not learn 
that you are a detective or that you 
have been commissioned 
by anyone to get it!” 

Just like that! I had 
learned by experience that 
ejaculations of 
dismay or use- 
less discussions 
annoyed Mr. 
Browne, so I 
waited patiently 
for further 
details. 

“Briefly, the 
story is this: 
James H. Men- 
ken, the banker 
—you know of 
him ?” 

I nodded. (I 
am concealing 
the man’s real 
name under a 
fictitious one). 

“Well, Men- 
ken came to me 
and told me that 
a woman called 
Joyce Millar, 
who had been 
his private sec- 
retary for five 
years, had em- 
bezzled one 
hundred thou- 
sand. dollars. 
He wants to get 
the money back 
without either 
arresting her, 
or letting her 
know in any 
way that he is 
interested in the 
case." 

"Aren't the 
bonding com- 
panies respon- 
sible for all 
money stolen by bank employees?" I asked. 
running into their men?” 

“No-o-o,” Mr. Browne answered slowly. 















"Won't I be 


He picked up a 


But I had noticed a shrewd gleam 
in the old gentleman's eyes 


memorandum pad and flicked the pages, as if he were look- 
ing for something, but his eyes were blank. “Miss Millar 
did not touch the bank's money. She had complete charge 
of all Menken's private affairs, as well as acting as his 
official secretary. You know, he is a millionaire. It seems 
that she is an unusually clever young woman 
and did work for which a man would have re- 
ceived ten thousand a year. As it was, her 





salary was only fifty a week. 
But she had never seemed to 
be dissatisfied." 

"Sure. Sure—I see,” I 
muttered. “Well, whether the jug hits the stone or the 
stone hits the jug, it goes ill with the jug !" 

"Rene, you better cut out that trick of making misquota- 
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tions; it’s getting to be a regular obsession with you,” the 
Chief said, and frowned. “First thing you know you'll be 
known as the ‘Misquoting Operative’ and you'll be as useless 
in this business as a girl with a harelip, or a cleft palate. 
You ought to know by this time how carefully crooks cata- 
logue the slightest peculiarities of investigators, so as to 
be on the outlook for them. And your odd habit is as con- 
spicuous as a wart on the end of your nose.” 


TM sorry, Mr. Browne," I mumbled, "but those big 
authors have such an uncanny knack of saying what I 

think. ‘A proverb 

property !' ” 

The silence which followed this outburst made me feel as 
uncomfortable as if I were sitting on a bed of nettles. The 
Chief remained motionless, his face expressing neither 
annoyance nor amusement. 

“I don't know whether it would be wise, after all, to put 
you on this girl's trail if you're not feeling exactly on tip- 
toe," he remarked at length, very slowly. Every word fell 
on my ears with a thud that was positively sickening. I 
wasn't keen for the assignment—in fact, I had felt that it 
was beyond me—but I cringed under the Chief's displeasure. 
*Not only is the Millar woman mighty clever, but she is in 
the company of ‘Dude’ Mendez, the forger, and whoever 
goes after her will need to be on the alert every minute." 


is one man's wit and all men's 
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not have lived in that style for three times the amount of 
her salary. Her only male caller was a man who so closely 
resembled her employer that, before going any further into 
that period, I put a few questions to him." 

Mr. Browne paused; a crooked, unmirthíul smile curled 
around his lips as he gazed meditatively at his cigar ash. ` 

"His evasive answers, and his explanation that at, that 
time the girl was all right and had probably made some 
money in Wall Street, convinced me that he himself had 
been putting up for her maintenance. At that time, Joyce 
was in charge of all Menken's investments. He was in the 
habit of signing blank checks for her to use not only in 
paying his personal bills, but for the purchase and sale oí 
his stocks and bonds. She seems to have been something 
of a young financial wizard. Anyway, her employer had 
absolute trust in her judgment. 


*T AST May she moved from the Riverside Drive apart- 
ment—that was one month before Menken married a 
young society girl. Her maid was dismissed and she left 
no new address with the superintendent of the building. 
Through an official of the bank where she kept her personal 
account—a friend of mine—one of our men discovered that 
the girl had rented a room and arranged to board with a 
woman named Mrs. Fanny Anderson, in New Rochelle." 
“ ‘Fanny the Fake! " I exclaimed. “Gosh, Miss Millar is 





GO punters I would have felt inclined to wring the little wretch’s 
fat neck, for I knew that he had ruined a pair of my best cobwebby 
hose. . . . This time, however, I could hardly keep from gathering up 


the spoiled pup and hugging it to death! 


- 
" 


"For, this woman and this dog——" 





“Oh, I'll show you that I'm on the alert all right, once 
I'm on the job, Mr. Browne,” I promised very eagerly. “I 
won't make one more quotation until I bring the girl back." 

“But I don't want the girl brought back—she has to be 
left just where she is. It's the hundred thousand that has 
to be brought back." 

There followed a few moments of apparent grave doubt. 
At last the Chief shrugged his shoulders, selected a cigar 
from the humidor on his desk, and—bending forward toward 
me—he gave me the details of the embezzlement. Our own 
operatives had already investigated the case from several 
angles. 


«s HIS Joyce Millar went to work as a stenographer in 

the bank twelve years ago at the age of seventeen. 
She was always considered a very conscientious employee 
and very ambitious; attended the bank's special courses and 
all that sort of thing. The investigator assigned by the 
bonding company to look up her private life when she first 
applied for a position, and the man who looked her up five 
years later when she -became secretary to the first vice- 
president, both reported her as an exceptionally quiet young 
woman who had no men friends, but seemed to spend most 
of her time studying. Her experience in the vice-president's 
office led to another promotion, and she became an assistant 
to Menken. 

“Three years ago—that is, two years after she became 
Menken's secretary—Joyce installed herself in a beautifully 
furnished flat on Riverside Drive, had a maid, and blos- 
somed out in fur coats and that sort of thing. She could 


a clever one. You never can tell——” I started, but I 
caught the quotation quickly by the neck and choked it off. 
“Just imagine her waiting for eleven years to pull a big 
trick like that. But I thought that Fanny was going 
straight ——" 

“She is," Mr. Browne interrupted sharply. “Don’t jump 
at conclusions, Rene. Miss Millar was not previously ac- 
quainted with Fanny, and she did not take the money until 
some months later. The fact is that Fanny has a very 
nicely furnished house in New Rochelle and runs it as a 
sort of paying-guest proposition. Joyce Millar was simply 
a feather which was accidentally blown into her nest when 
she put an ad in the newspaper for a lady boarder. The 
operative who investigated that part of the case found that 
Fanny had nothing to do with the embezzled money. 

“However, it was at her house that Miss Millar met Dude 
Mendez. The stenographer was probably feeling blue and 
lonesome, and was just ripe to fall into the arms of the 
dashing Dude, who must immediately have seen the pos- 
sibilities attached to having a bank president's secretary in 
love with him." 

*Didn't Fanny give the Millar woman a hint as to what 
she was up against?" I asked. 


"N O. Yesterday our operative made Fanny talk pretty 

freely, and she said then that she. was afraid of Dude. 
Anyhow, the Millar girl seems to have been very unsophis- 
ticated. In spite of her affair with her employer, she never 
batted 'round, and seemed to have no friends. Must have 
been just pie for Mendez. 
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“Well, they cleared out four weeks ago. She called up 
the office saying she was sick, but would be back to work in 
a few days. It wasn’t until a week ago that Menken got 
suspicious and secretly put his private affairs into the hands 
of an accountant, after he had called up her old address and 
found out that she had left there—and that she had not 
given the bank cashier her new address. 

“You know what he learned—that she had cleared out 
with a little over one hundred thousand of his private for- 
tune. For obvious reasons, he naturally does not want to 
put the affair into the hands of the police; so he brought the 
case to me. He has given us carte blanche to go ahead—but 
under no circumstances must the Millar woman know that 
he is our client. 

“The girl must have been very sure that her employer 
wouldn’t dare prosecute her. Anyway, when she left she 
told Fanny that they were going to Chicago. My 
assistant, Herschy, knows Mendez very well, so I 
sent him on and he soon located them. From my 
friend, in the bank here where she had her personal 
account, I learned that she 
had withdrawn her money 
and had re-deposited it in a 
bank in Chicago. The em- 
bezzled money 
is in negotiab 
bonds—probably 
in a safety-de- 
posit box there." 


Lj 
aw 


I had arrived at the office around ten o’clock and for two 
hours Mr. Browne coached me on what I should do. He 
had representatives in Chicago who were also working on 
the case; my end was to become acquainted with the girl 


and win her confidence. His parting words to me were: 
“Rene, the best way to cheat a cheater is to smile. And 
make ’em think you mean it. It means money in our line, 
kid !" 

"Not such a cinch of a job," I reflected as I stepped on a 
train that afternoon. “What does he think—I can grow a 
hundred-thousand-dollar smile ?" 

As I had never received very much schooling myselí— 
Mr. Browne had taken me out of a cash-girl's cage and 
trained me to be a detective—I had a great respect for edu- 























cation. This Millar woman had all the advantages I lacked, 
and besides that, I figured, she must have been a terribly 
brilliant person to understand all about stocks and bonds. 

Before I left the office, however, Mr. Browne had handed 
me copies of the reports made out by our operatives who 
had dug up Joyce’s past. These referred to all persons by 
code numbers. No names were mentioned, so if by any 
chance I lost the reports they would mean nothing to the 
finders. 

Over and over again I read these reports, trying to get 
some line on the personality of Joyce Millar. Dude Mendez 
and Fanny the Fake belonged to distinct classes of criminals. 
Half a dozen different lines of approach would have imme- 
diately offered themselves had my assignment been to rope in 
either one of them—of course, whether or not I would have 
succeeded in “throwing” them later, would have been a 
different matter. 

This business girl, however, 
was a different proposition. 
To me she was 
an alien prospect. 
For all her clever- 


*Have you 
thought of any 
scheme whereby 
we may annex 
that hundred 
thousand the 
girl has?" asked 
Lennox 





ness and education, she had shown herself morally weak— 
twice she had fallen for the old line of soapy palaver. As 
confidential secretary to Menken for a couple of years, she 
must have been aware that there had been “other women" 
in his life—that she was taking a chance in her “trial- 
marriage" with him. Second, for all her being a “a young 
financial wizard," she had been so dumb as to turn thief for 
a rotter like Dude Mendez. 

Anyway, it was up to me to find the flaws in Joyce 
Millar's disposition and heart. As I read and re-read the 
reports, gradually a fairly satisfactory personality developed. 
At first, the stenographer appeared merely to be one of those 
drab, colorless, conscientious creatures who make such 
excellent and seemingly trust- (Continued on page 103) 


The MYSTERY ot the 


Sherlock Holmes is the world’s prize detective. 
of emulating his genius. In this story two 
laughed at in the beginning, the 


W THEM me and Jim 
sneaked down to the 
Avondale depot, we 


didn’t have no idear 
that we was going to get 
mixed up in a real mystery. We went down there to hear 
Alec McNeill, the night operator, read about Sherlock 
Holmes. 

But No. 2, the fast passenger-train, ran over a man who 
was standing on the track just this side of Marshy Hope, 
and it had to side-track at our station because it was late. 
Jim jumped on the baggage-car and looked the dead man 
over as cool as you please. He said he was Sherlock 
Holmes and I was Doctor Watson. When the baggage-man 
laughed, Jim glared at him and asked if he had observed 


By “DOCTOR WATSON, JR.” 
as told to CY CALDWELL 


Marshy Hope, had been visit- 
ing an uncle there. The uncle, a 
farmer named Judson, says that 
his nephew left, apparently for 
Bridge City, three days ago.’” 

There was a lot more that Jim read, but that was the only 
new information in the case. The rest of it was repeating 
what had been printed before, with Chief of Police Chis- 
holm saying he had some clues. But Jim said he didn't 
put much stock in them, whatever they were, and that he 
didn't feel any poorer by not knowing them. And he said 
he didn't see how it was going to help him any to know 
this man Walker had been visiting his uncle, which was a 
natural enough thing for him to do. 

We knew old Judson, and a real nice old man he was, 


that the man was dead long before the train hit him.- That's "io^, and Mrs. Judson was real kind and good. Sometimes 


Jim for you! 

The trainmen were surprised, Leaf tell you. The body 
was cold and showed that it had been dead for quite a while. 
Someone must have-killed the man and propped him in a 
standing position.ón the track. 


EXT morning we swiped a paper from old Duncan 
— *- Neill Robertson, the station agent, and found out that 
sure enough Jim was right. The dead man was Charles 
Walker, a clerk of the Trent Steel Company, and he had 
been shot. . 

Jim found some other important news, too. The paper 
said that a box car, consigned to the Trent Steel Company 
and containing $60,000 worth of copper, had mysteriously 
disappeared somewhere between Weston and Bridge City. 
It had been the twenty-first car in a train of fifty cars— 
and the conductor and his two brakemen were sure that it 
had been on the train at Piedmont, four miles from our 
station. They were amazed.at its disappearance. 

"Well" says Jim, "there's a connection between these 
two dastardly crimes." 

I couldn't see it, but I walked with him to the place where 
the man was run over. We didn't find nothin' except a 
birch pole broke off close to the gravel between the ties. 
There were lots of footprints, but they was probably those 
of the trainmen and detectives. 

I went back to the house and told my Aunt Sue all about 
it and talked so fast she pretty near forgot about some pie 
I had stole from her that morning—but not quite. "Trust 
Aunt Sue for that, no matter how slick you talk. But she 
didn't do nothing—just said I should have asked her for it. 

But I might not have got it, so I guess I handled the case 
the best way. 

However, that was nothing. The big question for me an 
Jim to solve was, who put that dead man on the track with 
a pole to hold him up, and what had become of the vanished 
car worth $60,000 ? 

'That was what we was to find out, an' there was nothing 
going to stop us neither ! 

"Listen to this item in the London Times," says Jim, 
reading from the Weston Post next morning: 

* "The police have discovered that Charles Walker, whose 
body was found on the tracks of the Intercolonial near 
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when me and Jim have been down to Marshy Hope we been 
to the Judson's place, and Mrs. Judson would give us 
cookies or doughnuts and milk. Real kind, she was, and 
Jim said as how it was a shame she should get mixed up 
in this murder business. ; 

When Duncan Neill Robertson read the paper, he said he 
minded now that Judson did have a nephew, and how he 
used to live down there a long time ago, before me and Jim 
was around, but that he hadn’t been round for years, to his 
knowledge, which was queer enough when you think that 
he only lived in Bridge City, not forty miles away. 

“That’s a funny thing, now," said Mr. Robertson; “that 
Charlie, staying away from his uncle’s all these years, and 
just coming back to get killed. I ain’t seen him for years, 
but I mind him well as a sort of wild lad, always junketing 
around and drinking, but no harm in him that I could see. 
Guess he kind of grew away from the old folks, and warn't 
interested in seeing them. Guess it’s ten, twelve years since 
he was there. And when he does come back, he gets himself 
killed. But I know one thing—old Judson never had 
nothing to do with it.” 

Jim asked a lot of questions, but he didn’t get nowheres, 
because Mr. Robertson answered a few of them and then 
he said it was amazing how kids would pester some one 
for information that was no good to them, and if they 
spent half the time getting learning at school, they might 
amount to something. He said a boy these days wasn't 
one-two-three compared to what they were like when he 
was our age. 


AT I guess he must have been right, too, because I 

notice all the old men say that when they were boys 
they were a lot stronger and smarter than the boys these 
days, and that they don't know what it's all coming to, any- 
way. I told Jim I was real discouraged about it, but Jim, 
he said that he was smarter right now than half of these 
old fellows, and that he reckoned when he grew up, he'd be 
about ten times as smart. 

Mr. Robertson was just settling down to read his paper, 
that he had taken from Jim before Jim had any chance at 
more than that one piece about Walker, when Mrs. Robert- 
son, who lives up-stairs in the station, come down. She 
asked him very polite if he expected her to break her back 


Vanished CAR 


Many thousands of boys—and men—have dreamed 


young sleuths start out to do it, and, though 
amazing outcome proved that—— 


lugging wood up-stairs, and get dragged down to an early how, though the only connection was that Walker worked 
grave, or if he wouldn't mind stop playing the gentleman for the steel company the car was going to. But that was 


long enough to get the wood himself. She told him how plenty of evidence for Jim. 


I guess Jim is so smart he 


lovely he looked settin’ there comfortable in the shade, and could have got along without any evidence and not more 
that he was not only a credit to the country but considerable than one clue. That’s Jim for you. 


of an ornament to anyone that liked a statue like him, there There was a long piece about the missing box car—ghost- 
being all kinds of tastes in this world, car, the paper called it—telling all over again 
and that she must have been blind or how come’ it was lost, right enough, but not a 


something twenty-eight years ago 
when she first seen him. 

So, Mr. Robertson laid down the 
paper and went quiet and 
thoughtful back of the station, 
where we could hear him 
chopping wood, while we read 
the paper. I was 
real glad Mrs. 
Robertson pried 
him loose from 
that paper, be- 
























I knew Jim 
was studyin' 
where that 
darn car could 
be. It sure 
was a puzzle! 


bit of news as to how it was lost. Then there 
was an interview with the 
General Freight Agent, 
who said: 


It is abso- 
lutely certain 


that the car leít 
Weston on No. 

87; and. itis 
equally certain that it 
was not in the train 
when No. 87 arrived at 
Bridge City. There are 
several reliable wit- 
nesses’ to both of these 
facts. No stop was made 
along the line except at 
Piedmont, where the 


train side-tracked for a pas- 
senger, and where the car was 
seen to be in the train. No. 87 is 
a fast freight and is run on a 
close schedule. The stopping 
and breaking of the train, the shunting of a car on a siding, 
the remaking of the train, and the getting up of speed again 
would have necessitated a delay of from five to ten minutes. 

According to the dispatcher’s sheet, No. 87 was reported 


on time at every station along the line, and the stations are 
close together. A delay of ten minutes, or even five, could 
cause he was good for all morning with it, and Jim wanted not be made up by a heavy train on a fast schedule in a run of 


to see if they was anything more about that car, because he 
figured Walker must have been mixed up with it some- 


four or five miles. Yet, despite the impossibility of getting a 
car out of that train, we have searched every siding along the 
way, checked every car in the yards at all stations on the 
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chance that the numbering and lettering of the car were 
changed, and, in short, done everything possible to find the car. 


AFTER reading that, Jim sat quiet for the longest time, 
with his eyes closed. I begun to think he was asleep, 
when all of a sudden he jumps up with a yell, and begins to 
dance round like he was crazy, waving the paper in the air 
and carrying on like all possessed. Just at that minute 
Duncan Neill- Robertson come round the station from his 
wood-chopping, which hadn't helped his feelings none, and 
saw what was happening to his paper. 

He give out a kind of roar, and I never seen an old man 
move so fast. If Jim hadn't been even faster, there's no 
knowing what would of happened, because Mr. Robertson 
was naturally feeling kind of put out, and Jim was the first 
thing he had an excuse for getting mad at, it never doing 
him no good to get mad at Mrs. Robertson, of course, she 
being more than a match for him any time. 

Jim lit out from there like he'd been shot from a gun, 
and was off down the track like a rabbit. I reckon he was 
making better time than any freight, and coming pretty 
close to a regular passenger schedule. I had to laugh, be- 
cause Jim's that brave and dignified, mostly, that he wouldn't 
run from hardly anyone, but would stick it out and do a 
lot of talking. Jim can talk himself out of 
most anything, but I guess he figured this 
was one of the times when words don't 
count for much, and that 
speed was the only thing 
that was any use to him. 



















He stopped when he was about halí-ways to Dewar's 
Mill, and set down on the grass by the side of the track, 
waiting for me to come up with him, which I did on a sight 
easier schedule than he had been traveling on. He looked 
pretty hot, did Jim, but not a mite flustered, and didn't even 
speak a word about the narrow escape he'd had from a 
licking. That’s Jim for you. 

“The casé is clear to me now, Watson,” he said. “Pardon 
me for not leaving word with Mrs. Hudson that I was going 
out. It’s lucky you found me here at Charing Cross Station. 
We can catch the eleven-ten for Marshy Hope and proceed 
with our investigations. There are still a few loose threads 
to be gathered up before my case is complete, though it’s 
pretty near full now.” 


| SAID I was glad to hear it and that I'd like to go with 

him as my patients were all doing well. Of course, I 
didn't think that Jim really had found out anything, but it 
was a good game, anyhow, and it was all the same to 
me whether we solved any mystery or not. But I cer- 
tainly was in for a surprise, because while I thought Jim 
was just playing detective, he was being a real, sure-enough 
one. But how was I to know that? All he had to go on 
was what the paper had printed, and I couldn't see any- 

thing in that at all. 
“Come, Watson," he says at last; “we 
will unravel the mystery." 

Jim sure has a fine way of say- 
ing things like that. And when we 
got half-way to Marshy Hope he 
told me: “I want you to notice 
the track along here, Watson. It's 
all down grade from 
the west, and straight, 
until it gets nearly to 
Marshy Hope. 
Then it swings 
off on a curve 
and starts up 
grade.” 

Well, 
that 


I seen 
plain 
enough, and 
said so. Me and 
Jim hadn't been 
beating it up 
and down, 
walking and hook- 
ing on freights for 
quite a while now 
without knowing 
the track and how 
the grades lay. 
Often, coming 
back from De- 
war's Mill, we'd 
caught a freight 
when it was puff- 
ing slow and hard 
up the grade to 
Avondale. 

“And what do 
you deduce from 
it, and from the 
spur track leading 
into the old gravel 
pit?” Jim asks 
when we come to a track 
that ran into the pit, back 
fifty rods or so from the 
main line. “And remember 
this, Watson: there ain't 
another spur track like this, 


"I wouldn't 
go near that 
place for a 
hundred 
dollars!" I 
told Jim 


~ dead man. 
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opening out from the west, and on a down grade, between 
Piedmont and Marshy Hope.” 
“I don’t deduce nothing," I said, and I didn't. 


““T UST what I thought. You see, but you do not observe,” 
he says, real superior. And right then I knowed pretty 
much how Doctor Watson must have felt. I'll bet Watson 
wanted to lick Holmes many a time, and didn’t for the same 
reason I didn't—because he couldn't get away with it. I'd 
just liked to have pasted Jim one right there. It would 
have done me heaps of good, I can tell you. But shucks! 
Jim and I have fought before and he always beat. Besides, 
Aunt Sue says as how fighting is wicked, and if people 
don't fight, they get a lot of credit. So perhaps some credit 
was coming to me, but I could have done without it, I guess. 
Jim, he examined the switch and pointed out how it'd 
been fresh oiled, which was kind of odd, for I don't re- 
member ever seeing that switch used—anyhow, not for a 
year or more. Then he goes and looks over the spur track 
and points to the rails. The rails was very old and rusty, 


but on top and on the inside edges where the flanges of 
wheels would touch, the rust was all mashed down, and 
in spots the steel was scraped clean. 

“They’s been a 


"Golly, Jim!" I exclaims. 
car in here!" 

"If you don't know my 
name," he comes back, real 
put out, "you better 
go back to your pa- 
tients, Doctor Wat- 
son." 

**Welt;-—then, 
Holmes," I says. “Is 
this where the car 
is?" I was all trembly, 
like when I seen the 


“The very spot, my 
dear—Watson,” says 
Jim, and -tarts off 
down the spur i-ack, 
with me coming along 
kind of leery behind 
him. 

I wasn’t scared, 
mind. I was just as 
bold as anybody else 
would have been. Not 
any bolder, perhaps, 
but I was walk- 
ing along right 
behind Jim, right 
close to him, in 
case he needed 
help or anything. 
And there was 
Jim hurrying 
along, breathing 
hard and eager. 

I was breathing 
pretty hard, too. 
And I was think- 

ing if it was wise 

for us to get half out of breath that way when we might 
need a whole lot of wind pretty soon, in case we had to 
climb up out of that gravel pit in a hurry. 

It would be a long run back to the main line if the case 
got too tough for us, or anything like that. And the sides 
of the pit away from the line was very steep, with little 
bunches of grass and brush that wouldn't be much for a 
fellow to cling to, especially if he wanted to climb out of 
that place fast. The nearly level floor of the c.d pit was 
covered with small birch and poplar trees and such, not 


It looked still and lonesome- 
like—as if a murder had 
been committed there 


enough to hide among, but thick enough to make it hard 
going if you wanted to get out into the open in a hurry. 

I couldn't help but feel that we was getting kind of shut 
off from the world in there, and I wouldn't have been sorry 
if Alec McNeill or some other man had been along with 
us. But Jim, he never batted an eye or stopped to think 
of anything like that. He just plugged along fast, but 
pretty soon he slowed down, and then got slower and 
slower until we was hardly moving, and then we stopped. 

"[ guess we better check up some of the details of this 
case," he whispers to me, “in case we overlooked any clues." 

Now, that's what I call a real detective way of doing 
things, and I told Jim so, in a whisper. My throat was all 
dry and hoarse from the walk, and I could have done with 
a good drink of water, especially one out of our old pump 
at Aunt Sue's. "Thats about the best water anywheres 
around, and I'd have liked to've been right at the pump 
drinking some then, instead of crouching down behind a 
pile of rotted cress-ties, with the sun beating down on us 
and the close, muggy air sort of crowding in on us, and the 
crickets rubbing their hind legs together and making that 
scratchy, hot sound that always makes me feel warm, I 








don't know 

why. 
I could hear a mow- 
ing machine whirring 
away, far off some- 
wheres, and a real good comforting sound that was, and a 
bird singing up on the hill above the pit, real happy that he 
was up there, I guess, and I don't blame him. I was going 
to say to Jim that perhaps we could think better if we got 
out where there was more cool air, it being real close where 
we were, when he starts to talk. Ordinarily I like to hear 
Jim talk, because he's smart and can think up a lot of things 
to pass the time, but down there I'd just as soon he didn't 
make no noise. But he talked pretty low like detectives do, 
and nobody could hear. (Continued on page 100) 


What HAPPENED 


Blackmail ! 


That word sends the blood cold, of men 


Broadway adventuress, practiced blackmail 


happened to ‘Bubbles’ 

Moran?” I overheard 

a man remark in one 
of the night clubs recently. 
“She was certainly .ne 
cute kid. I haven’t seen 
her around lately, and I sure would like to run into her 
again.” 

“Oh, she’s probably hooked a sugar-daddy———" his com- 
panion suggested, but was angrily interrupted. 

“Not Bubbles!” the first speaker snapped. “She was one 
white little kid. Wanted to see life and that sort of thing 
at first, but I guess the racket proved too raw for her. I got 
one letter from her saying she was feeling all in—asked me 
to write and cheer her up. She didn't dare let her folks 
know she was playing around, so she asked me to address my 
letter care of General Delivery. I did that little thing— 
but never heard from her again! And I never knew where 
she lived." 

I could have told them where Bubbles was—but it is better 
that she should be buried right where she is. If that man 
chances to read this story, he will learn for the first time 

"how good Lady Luck was to him, at least once in his life. 

When the editor of True Derecrive MvsrEnrES asked 
me to let him have the story of one of my most important 
cases, I was rather in a quandary as to what to say. Most 
of the cases I handle are very long-drawn-out affairs—some 
of them covering years of work—and would take up too 
much space for a short story. However, occasionally a 
client retains me to take care of some delicate, confidential 
matter which he does not wish to entrust to strangers. 

That’s how I came to meet up with Bubbles Moran— 
one of Broadway's fairest and most voracious blackmailers. 
Names of most of the places mentioned in this story are 
changed—and, naturally, I am disguising the names of my 
client and his unfortunate friend. 

It was around four o'clock on the morning of January 27, 
1926, that I was awakened by the persistent ringing of my 
telephone. 

Reaching drowsily for the instrument, I growled a greet- 
ing into its mouthpiece. 

“Oh, Petersen, this is Hughes," the voice at the other 
end of the wire announced. “I’ve been trying to get you for 
over twenty minutes. I knew you must be asleep, but this 
is a matter of life and death." 


MALTER HUGHES, as I am calling my client, who 
is president of one of the largest manufacturing 
corporations in America, had dined with me the evening 
before. I had brought back that day a delinquent cashier 
who had worked for his organization—and I had been with- 
out sleep for over forty-eight hours. On bidding him good 
night three hours or so earlier, I remembered mentioning 
my intention of grabbing off some much-needed rest. 

“You know young Gordon—general manager of all our 
agencies,” Mr. Hughes went on. “Gordon’s in some horri- 
ble mess, and I’ve had the devil’s own time to keep him from 
committing suicide. I gave him a powerful sedative .and 
he’s asleep now. He——” 
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| WONDER whatever 


By Detective T. V. S. PETERSEN, 
Internationally Celebrated Detective 
As told to ISABEL STEPHEN 


“All right" I inter- 
rupted him. “Bring him 
'round to my office in the 
morning. Better not dis- 
cuss anything over the 
phone." 

“But the trouble is he 
doesn't want to consult a detective. I’m sure if you could 
see and talk to him, he'd listen to reason." Mr. Hughes’ 
voice sounded hoarse and very much agitated. "Couldn't 
you run over to our office? We could meet you there." 

“No; I’m sorry. I must get some sleep. I’m sure if you 
will bring him to my place in the morning and come in by 
the private entrance, he won't guess that he's going into a 
detective agency—till he's in. Make it ten?" 

"All right," he agreed, with obvious reluctance. "Sorry 
to have awakened you. Good-by.” 

I hung up and hurriedly got back under the warm bed- 
clothes. It was one of those raw, rainy nights, and the air 
of the room was clammily cold. 


I DIDN'T need any gift of clairvoyance to tell me that 
Gordon's “mess” was most ‘probably some woman or man 
who was blackmailing him. I never hold out the glad hand. 
to such cases, and accept them only where one of my clients 
is involved. - 

I wasn't very much worried about Gordon’s committing 
suicide. As a rule, people who discuss their intention to 
*finish themselves" seldom carry out their threat. 

I had met Gordon on several occasions. He is one of the 
go-getter type, with enormous confidence in himself and his 
ability. 'Though he had inherited about a quarter million 
dollars on the death of his father, he was a hard worker, 
and I knew Walter Hughes thought a great deal of him. 

At exactly ten o'clock Mr. Hughes and Ernest Gordon 
arrived at my office, which is in a building overlooking City 
Hall Park. The men offered a strong contrast. Mr. Hughes 
is the typical successful business man whose shoulders bear 
the weight of a large, conservative commercial enterprise. 
Poised, quiet, unhurried in his movements; well, though 
unobtrusively dressed;  pleasant-voiced—that is Walter 
Hughes. 

Gordon, on the other hand, suggested the last word in the 
so-called “younger generation.”  Broad-shouldered, keen- 
eyed, hard-lipped, he was obviously tailored by a shop that 
featured the English styles. Always when we had met on 
previous occasions, he had given the impression that his time 
was terrifically valuable and that he was the hub of his 
universe. 

I noticed that Mr. Hughes motioned the younger man in 
before he entered. The impression came to me instantly that 
the president was still very much worried over his charge. 
It so happened that I was standing at the window looking 
out on City Hall Park when they came in. 

“What the dickens is this, sir?” I heard before I turned 
around. I saw that Gordon’s eyes were glued to a collec- 
tion of handcuffs, pistols, daggers, and other curious me- 
mentoes of several of my past conflicts with gentlemen and 
ladies who operate beyond the law. The exhibit is nailéd on 
the wall behind my desk. 


to “BUBBLES”? 


who have been its victims. 
on a big scale. 


"How do you do, gentlemen?” I said, and bowed. “Won't 
you sit down?” 

Mr. Hughes had closed the door and stood with his back 
to it. Gordon’s eyebrows met in an angry line over his 
haggard face. He edged toward the weapons. From some- 
thing in the expression of his face, I suddenly came to the 
conclusion that the president had not exaggerated the danger 
of his employee committing suicide. The fellow was quite un- 


mistakably 
pletely irrespon- 
sible. His actions 
were those of a 
sleep-walker. 

Like a flash his hand darted out and seized the handle of 
one of the daggers, and drew it half out of its sheath. My 
life has depended too often on keeping a keen, vigilant eye 
on the movements of the other fellow for any one as clumsy 
is Gordon to catch me napping. 


com- 


Like a flash his hand 
darted out and seized 
the handle of the 
dagger 


“Bubbles” Moran, beautiful 
Then one day she—— 


[n an instant I had disengaged his hand from the hilt of 
the dagger. 

"That's an interesting trophy,” I said lightly. “Let me 
show it to you. It was given to me by Nicholas II, of Russia." 

For a moment he scowled at me, without recognition. His 
disordered brain was 
functioning sluggishly. 
Mr. Hughes had not 













exaggerated. The 
young man was in 
that abnormal con- 
dition which always precedes 
suicide. Suddenly he turned 
angrily on his employer: 

“What on earth did you bring me here for?” 
he raged. “I see this is a detective's office. I 
don't want to hire any detective!" A crafty expression crept 
into his eyes, and he continued: “I suppose I was crazy last 
night and said a lot of asinine things—must have been the 
highballs I had at the club. . . . "That was just a lot of 
bunk. Let's get out of here!” 


41 


42 


As if I could read his thoughts, I could sense the cunning 
scheme—Gordon wanted to rid himself of his self-appointed 
guardian. 

Mr. Hughes received his manager’s explanation with an- 
noyance, and, quite obviously, at its face value. He was 
about to leave with apologies when I managed to catch his 
eye and convey to him my suspicions. He understood, and 
seemed to change his mind about leaving. 

It was up to me to change Gordon’s suicide impulse, if 
possible; certainly there was a good chance that I might 
relieve his mind of worry, and so help his condition, if I 


could go to work on his problem. Experience told me that I 


never could get him to talk by asking 
direct questions; so I took another 
tack. 

I began talking about other things, 
in a chatty, easy manner. 
Principally I talked about 
the exploits and anecdotes 
connected with 
the trophies that 


















nung behind my desk. 
Then I purposely 
became boastful. 

The boastful narrative annoyed him—and then it hap- 
pened. 

The man’s ego suddenly rebelled. Without any suggestion 
from either Mr. Hughes or myself, Gordon suddenly broke 
into the midst of one of my stories: 

“In the last nine months /'ve paid out one hundred and 
ninety-five thousand dollars to blackmailers, and they are 
still hounding me!” he exclaimed. 

Even Mr. Hughes was staggered. 


“One hundred and 
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ninety-five thousand -dollars! Good Lord!” 

*Oh,.it was my own money," Gordon retorted. 
he continued. After searching through his pockets, he pro- 
duced a wallet. From this he extracted a number of canceled 
vouchers and handed them to me. “Yesterday I got a de- 
mand for another ten thousand dollars. I can’t lay my 
hands on that much cash right now. I can’t give it to her.” 

“Sit down and tell us about it,” I suggested, my own 
narrative forgotten now that we were on the right track. 
“All blackmailers have a broad streak of stupidity in their 
make-up, and I’ve never met one yet that I couldn't muzzle. 
Nasty hounds, of course—but they are cowards when you 
get after them." 

“Go ahead my boy," Mr. Hughes said kindly, as Gordon 


he gasped. 
*Here—" 


The man -who 
prided -himself 
on “knowing 
women and 
their wiles” 
had succumbed 
to the first 
little gold- 
digger who 
pretended to 
love him “for 
himself alone” 







slumped down on 
chair and stared 
dazedly at the wall. 
“I’m sure you haven't done anything that thousands of other 
men haven't done. Get it off your chest." 

After a full minute's silence, the blackmailers’ victim 
started his story. In a level, monotonous, lifeless voice, he 
spared himself no detail ; his business-trained mind triumphed 
over his reticence: 

*[ met a girl named Bubbles Moran in one of the night 
clubs about a year and a half ago," he began. "She was a 
friend of Ida Malone, one of the hostesses there. She told 
me she lived with her parents—an old, very strict couple— 
and that she slipped out of the house after they were in bed 
She wanted to see life. Always (Continued on page 75) 
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Why were those bread-crumbs 
by the dead man? 


A Very Mysterious Girl 


Someone had been in the room where Farrell 
was found dead—had cut Farrell’s throat. If 
not Old Maggie—then who? 


OLICE blotters 
pss the coun- 

try record the brief 

facts of many a 
strange tale. Although I 
am at present on special duty with the United States Gov- 
ernment, for many years I pounded the pavements as a 
harness bull and have seen something of this myself. 

I have in mind a particular case that came up when I 
was on patrol duty in a Southern city which I need not 
name. I had been given a beat in the old Third District, 
down in the “bottoms” as it was called, which was the 
toughest section of the town. 


By Detective JoE BERNS 
As told to JOHN SHUTTLEWORTH 


It was the fifteenth of 
July, and one of the hottest 
nights I have ever experi- 
enced. I had stepped 
through the side entrance 
to Maggie’s Place for a glass of beer. My beer was served 
me, I drank it, and was standing around thinking I would 
like another when in stepped old Maggie herself through 
the private entrance back of the bar, and walking up to me, 
said in a low voice: 

“Mr. Berns, Jim Farrell is up-stairs, dead. Come with me.” 

Jim Farrell in Maggie’s Place, dead? I knew he was 
her enemy. The thought stunned me. 
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In a small, dirty room containing a rusty iron bed, a 
broken dresser, two rickety chairs and a bare table, I found 
Jim Farrell with his throat cut from ear to ear. He was 
slumped over on a table, his face between his outstretched 
arms, and the sight of him like that and the ghastly appear- 
ance of the room, with the floor spattered with blood, gave 
me a sickening feeling in my stomach. By him, on the 
table, was a bloody razor. 

I hurried to a phone and called the Station-House. 

I should mention here, before going further, that neither 
my search then, before calling up the desk sergeant, and 
afterward, nor the search made by the detectives who 
arrived later, uncovered anything in that room that would 
seem to be of any help whatever in tracing the murderer— 
except the razor—and that proved to be of no help at all. 
This, of course, from the view-point that Maggie herself 
wasn't the murderer, which, as a matter of fact, wasn’t 
the view-point at 
all of the de- 
tectives who 
came in and 
took charge of 
the investiga- 
tion. What they 

















Before he 
hardly had 
the words 
out of his 
mouth, I—— 


figured wili be seen a little further on, but here ] want t 
mention a detail that seemed trivial enough at the time, but 
that eventually proved to be of considerable interest 
namely, I had noticed that on the table by the dead man 
was a shallow bowl or dish, empty, and beside it was a littl 
pile of bread-crumbs. 

Now these bread-crumbs were not such as would be 
made by cutting a few slices of crumbly bread, for they 
were different both in appearance and quantity. They 
formed a pile and obviously had been purposely made by 
grinding up the bread in some manner, as though to feed 
to birds or chickens. Also, there was part of a loaf oí 
bread there that possibly was being made into crumbs 
when the interruption occurred—or so it seemed to me 
Yet, there was nothing in the room to go with these crumbs 
I couldn't see how any person would want to eat dry bread 
crumbs; so, I concluded they had not been made for the 
purpose of being eaten. 

What, then, was their purpose? | 
mention this in detail because they 
played, in my opinion, a rather im 
portant part in what happened later, 
and because they puzzled me at the 
time, although no one else had taken 
any notice of 
them apparently, 
except that I had 
called Maggie's 
attention to them. 


ETECTIVE 

Sergeant 
Jerry Mehan had 
charge of the in- 
vestigation dur- 
ing the first half 
hour, before it 
was taken over 
by. those higher 
up, as the case 
developed into 
the important 
murder mystery 
that it later be- 
came. At no time 
was it thought of 
as being a suicide 


case. This, how 
ever, was not 
hard to  under- 
stand, as Farrell's 
coat was torn 
and he had the 


appearance of 
having engaged 
in a struggle be- 
fore he met death. 

Jerry liad old 
Maggie facing 
him as she sat on 
the bed and he in 
the remaining 
chair, with note-book 
in hand, taking down a 
brief of her story of 
how it happened, or, more 
accurately speaking, all she 
knew of what happened— 
which didn't seem to be 
much. 
"And you say you didn't know 
Farrell was here?" questioned 
Jerry. 
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No, sir. This morning a girl came here an’ she said 
she was looking for work and didn’t have no money, an’ 
was wantin’ a room cheap. I give her this room for a 
dollar a week and didn’t ask her no questions. There was 
no towel in the room——" 

“That was this morning, you say?" interrupted Jerry. 

"Yes, sir—so I was bringin' her a towel to-night to give 
to her like I promised I would, and when I knocked on the 
door, no one answered, so I pushed the door open and I 
found Jim Farrell here dead—like you see him there." 

That was about all there was to Maggie's 
story. 

There was no sign in the room that the girl 
had been there. Maggie could not say who the 
girl was; also, questioning everyone in the 
house and in the neighborhood, failed to locate 
anyone who had seen the girl Maggie described. 

"She was about twenty-one," said Maggie, 
"an' when she was a kid, she must have been 
pretty, but fast livin’ had made her look sick. 
That's the way I set her down." 

"| guess you're indulging in a fairy-story," 
said Jerry, with a look cast in my direction. 
“That’s a very mysterious girl, it seems to me. 
What do you think, Joe?" 

"Very mysterious, indeed," I replied. In fact, 
[ began to feel that 
she didn't exist. 
Then, on second 
thought, I concluded 
that Maggie must 
know what she was 
talking about. 

Now, it so hap- 
pened that old Mag- 
gie was a factor in 
the politics of that 
town. The party in 
power, or some of 
the bosses of that 
party, were her 
friends, and had 
many times in the 
past used the back 
rooms of her saloon 
as a gathering place 
where many a big 
deal had been “put 


over. The then 
mayor, the police 
chief, and the rest 


of the office holders 
under that adminis- 
tration, owed their 
jobs, in part at least, 
to these same men 
who were Maggie's 
friends. 
Naturally, then, 
when the dead man happened to be a 
member, and petty leader, of the 
enemy's political machine, keeper of 
a drug-store in the better section of 
the town and a man who had come out publicly against old 
Maggie and all her kind, the matter was something that re- 
quired careful thought before taking any radical step 
There were no witnesses against Maggie; she had run a 
saloon there on that spot for over twenty years, and it was 
not likely that she would seek to run away, even if she 
were suspected. Anyhow, after Jerry Mehan had had a 
rather lengthy telephone conversation with Police Head- 
quarters, he informed Maggie that she would not be 
arrested. I assumed that Maggie's story was discounted 


by Jerry, but that the slate was clear, for he advised her 
privately to think up some better story for future use, when 
she was questioned later. 

The coroner arrived and, after a cursory examination of 
the body, called an inquest and shortly after gave out the 
statement that Jim Farrell had died from wounds inflicted 
by some unknown person or persons. 

I went below and got the drink that I had missed. 

The place was crowded. No one knew what had hap- 
pened, so quietly had the thing been conducted, the comings 




















“You poor nut—it’s empty!” 


and goings taking place through the back way. 
later the body itself went out by the same exit. 

“Well,” I remarked to my good friend, Tim O'Malley, 
the barkeep, "it's a hot night." 

"You're right it is, Joe," he replied, wiping his round, 
red face with the end of his apron. “And will you be 
havin' another on the house before you go out to keep your 
weather eye on the water rats ?" 

Of course, I did not refuse, and meanwhile I amused 
myself by listening to the maudlin conversation going on 


A little 
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around me, and watching the pitchers and buckets coming 
and going like the endless chain of a sand-scooper, but 
all the while, subconsciously I was thinking of bread-crumbs. 

Presently a girl came and spoke to Tim, and he leaned 
over and said to me: "Maggie would like to see you in 
the back room, Joe." 


I FOLLOWED the suggestion and found the old lady 
seated in what she called her “office” at the back, and 
looking very sober. 

“Mr. Berns,” she greeted me, “Jerry Mehan doesn't be- 
lieve what I told him. Did you get that ?" 

"Yes, I did, Maggie," I said. “I couldn't, miss it when 
I heard what he told you." 

She looked at me steadily for what seemed about five 
minutes. Maggie was a hard nut, tough, and wise in the 
ways of the world, but I had always believed her honest 
with her friends. 

“Do you believe me?" she asked suddenly. 

"Yes," I answered, and I was not kidding myself in say- 
ing it either—"I do believe you, Maggie. If you say you 
didn't kill Farrell, I believe you." 

“All right," she replied. “Your drinks on the house are 
still good." 

I laughed. “What if I had said I didn't believe you, 
Maggie?" I taunted. 
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a tight hole, Joe, an' I appreciate the way you're actin'. 
An’ to-morrow Tim'll have instructions; anything in the 
house is yours for the askin'." 

I took the jam, thanked Maggie, and left, feeling a bit 
guilty, and I don't know to this day just why. Maybe she 
had killed Farrell, but I didn't think so. 

I had the matter of bread-crumbs on my mind, and in 
the course of the next few days I asked a number of my 
friends what their idea was of the bread-crumbs I had seen 
in the room where Farrell was found dead. I described 
to them how they looked and told them there was an empty 
bowl by them and nothing else in the room, except what I 
have mentioned before. The answers I received indicated 
that the persons I asked were mildly amused, and found it 
hard to believe I was serious, and no one among them had 
anything to offer except to turn the matter into a joke. 


| EXPLAINED the whole matter to my wife and aid to 

her: “If it is true, as Maggie claims, that there was a 
girl in the room, what possible use could she have for a 
pile of bread-crumbs such as I have described ?" 

“Why, she probably meant to eat them,” replied my wife, 
and laughed. “Naturally, what would anyone want bread- 
crumbs for but to eat?” 

“But there was nothing else to go with them," I in- 
sisted. “Who would eat dry bread-crumbs? You wouldn't." 





^'T'HERE was no sign in the room that the girl had been there. 
Maggie could not say who the girl was; also, questioning everyone 
in the house and in the neighborhood, failed to locate anyone who 
had seen the girl Maggie described. . . . 
* *tThat's a very mysterious girl, it seems to me,’ said Jerry. 


“Very mysterious, indeed, I replied. In fact, I began to feel she 


didn't exist Then ——" 





“Never a damn drink would you get out of my place!” 
she retorted, and I knew she meant it. “I would throw 
out all your whole. damn police department if you won't 
stick by me, and they could hang me for it an’ I would 
laugh in your face!” 

I paid no attention to this bragging. 


“How do you account for it?” I said. “How did 
Farrell come to get croaked in your place?” 

“He was after that girl. Can’t you figure it out?” 

“And you knew nothing about him coming here?” 

"Course I didn’t,” burst out, Maggie. “Do you expect 
me to keep track of everything that goes on around here?” 

“She must have been crazy to go after him with a razor 
like that,” I commented. “What did she look like? Did 
she look like a crazy person?” 

“Aw, quit your kiddin’. She was just a poor little kid 
who was lonely and wanted someone to love her. I don’t 
know who killed that guy Farrell, an’ I don't care. But 
look here, Joe"—Maggie leaned over and placed her horny 
hand on my arm—"you're back of me in this?” 

"All the way," I replied. 

The old woman rose, went to a cupboard back of a par- 
tition that was near us, took out something and wrapped 
it up. 


“Heres a quart of home-made jam for the kids. I'm in 


“Maybe there was something else to go with them, and 
someone else ate it," she countered. 

That was as far as I got! 

Meanwhile Farrell was buried, and the funeral they gave 
him was attended with more pomp and ceremony than ií 
the mayor of the city had died. The political factions in 
the city were stirred up to a fever heat. A bright reporter 
had conceived the idea that it was a political murder and 
that there was a mystery motive back of it, which, if laid 
bare, would shake the foundations of the municipal gov- 
ernment, and probably go even further. The political 
faction that claimed it stood for law, order, and decency, 
was trying its best to make capital out of old Maggie's 
case. And it succeeded. The two principal newspapers of 
the city took. respective sides and it became a matter oí 
public discussion. 


THE newspaper opposing us, of the two mentioned above, 
razzed the Police Department as a whole, and the Chief 
of Police in particular. Because the public had taken it 
up, and prominent citizens were outspoken in their com- 
ments, the Chief was forced to take action. 

It is said that police “clean-ups” are sometimes faked, 
but this one wasn’t. We executed orders and went over 
the city with a fine-tooth comb, but for the most part our 
daily catch consisted of cripples, (Continued on page 72) 


The HOLD-UP of the 
KANSAS CITY Express 









“Listen! Go to my 
place and tell my 
mother all about 
my trouble,” said 
Maxwell 


HREE men, like 
cougars stalking their 
prey, lay crouched in 


the lush weeds near 
the crest of the steep rail- 
road embankment. Domi- 
nating the croaking of frogs 


and the querulous cries of nightbirds in flight, in the near-by 
Hemmingway Swamp, came the rumbling of the fast express 
from Kansas City—then the gleam of the headlight of the 


By TOM AKERS, Cub Reporter 
As narrated by JOHN H. KEARNES 


Was the young express messenger, 
Roy Maxwell, on the “inside” in 
this train hold-up, or—— 


engine as it slowed down 
for the bridge approach 
which would lead it into 
Tennessee from Arkansas. 

It came to a grinding 
stop, accompanied by the 
screeching of  air-brakes. 


The three men sprang to their feet, the barrels of their shot- 
guns gleaming as they rushed to the train. One covered 
the engine crew and climbed aboard, while the other two ran 
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to the rear end and held up the conductor and brakeman, and 
forced them t. cut the couplings between the express car 
and first coach. 

'The puzzled express messenger poked his head out of the 
door of his car, only to look into the menacing muzzle of a 
shotgun. The two bandits, still covering the conductor and 
brakeman with their guns, leaped into the express car, just 
as the engine started forward. One guarded the messenger, 
while the other leaned out of the open door and fired two 




















I was quick to 
make a note of 
that name 


shots as a signal to the 
bandit in the locomotive 
cab that all was clear. 

In a few minutes the engine was stopped again and the 
three men made their way off into the darkness with thirty 
thousand dollars taken from the safe in the express car. 

A telephone call from the bridge tender notified the 
police in the city across the river. [ll take that back—it 
wasn't the police force that was notified; it was Captain 
Flynn, or “Wise Charley," who earned his nickname because 
of his egotism and contempt for newspapermen. 

I was covering the night police for the News, and I 
entered the station just as Flynn, with his poker face, was 
giving his orders. Wise Charley, except for a sardonic 
smirk in my direction, ignored me, but Sergeant Boyd told 
me what had happened, and, after I had given my office the 
tip, took me with him. 
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I was just a cub, and I hated Flynn fiercely and whole- 
heartedly—with the hurt pride of youth. But Boyd was 
my friend. He it was who steered me over the rough places 
and kept me “wised up" on the news at the Station. So 
on this trip, when he advised me to keep my eyes and ears 
open and to "never mind Flynn; he's just got a grouch on," 
I knew I was to get an even break. 

As Boyd and I reached the Tennessee end of the bridge 
we saw two men putting a hand-car on the track. 
“All right!" called Boyd as he ran up to them. 

kid, and let's go!” 

*Who the hell are you?" asked one of the men, with sus- 
picious gruffness in his voice. 

In reply Boyd turned back the lapel of his coat, and the 
gleam of his silver badge was reflected in the moonlight. 
I hopped on just as the two section-men had taken their 
places at the pump-bars. It was a slight uphill grade across 
that bridge, and so feverish were Boyd and I to get to the 
scene of the robbery that we lent a hand and made the car 
fairly whiz. 

Flynn had the train crew lined up when we ar- 
rived He beckoned Boyd to him, but when I 
started to follow, he bellowed : 


“Hop on, 


“Git out, kid! This is private. When we got anything 
for yuh, we'll hunt yuh up.” 

I resented his tone. I hated him for his attitude. I 
was as mad as a wet hen—in fact, I was trembling with 
the rage that posse; ;ed me. But it was no time to sulk—1 
would keep my eyes and ears open, as Sergeant Boyd had 
suggested. 

I borrowed a lantern from one of the section crew and 
started back to where the train had been stopped. I was 
stifling my mortification and at the same time wishing ‘that 
I could find some clue that would confound “Wise Charley." 

Like all tyros, I was bent on looking for footprints— 
hoping that some patch of the sole or turn of the heel would 
help me. As I studied the ground, the gleam of metal 
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llashed from the edge of the lantern's light. I hurried to it 
and found an exploded shotgun shell that lay in the 
cinders at the margin of the weeds. I picked it up, smelled 
it. The acrid odor of burned powder still clung to it. 

I looked furtively in the direction of Flynn and the group 
which surrounded him. No one had observed me pick the 
shell up. I slipped it into my pocket—perhaps with the vague 
idea it would help me to spite Flynn—and went on looking 
for footprints. My foot struck some- 
thing and sent it spinning ahead. 
Again the lantern light revealed the 
flash of metal. I had found 
another ! 

The two shells were of the 
same size, with the same 
metallic caps and the same 
greenish-blue paper 
cylinders. I put both 
in my pocket—but 


my ideas by this time were not quite so vague. I felt 
jubilant. 

When I turned back toward *Wise Charley" and his men, 
I found that. they had been joined by some Burnet County, 
Arkansas, deputy sheriffs, and that they were forming posses 
to beat through the neighboring basin of the Hemmingway 
Swamp. 

[ joined the posse headed by Sergeant Boyd, and intended 
to slip the shells to him. But I changed my mind. If I did, 
he'd likely have to turn them over to Flynn, and then neither 
of us would get the credit. 

Throughout the remaining hours of the night and until 















sun-up we combed the swamp, with its tangle of willows 
and water weeds. The mosquitos and gnats took their toll 
of human blood, a veritable banquet, as we worked. It was 
like a nightmare. After daylight all of us, dirty, stung and 
tired, glad the nightmare search was over, converged at the 
end of the bridge. Not only did we fail to find the men, 
but we also failed to find trace of horses’ hoofs or vehicle 
tracks. The other posses reported the same ill-luck, and then 
we gave up the search. 

'The other man-hunters were going to bed, 
but not I. I was too excited over the clues 


"Yeah," said the 
irh..'Clint 
illings just 

vamoosed — left 

his store, and 
his wife——” 


I had found. And then, too, the smart of Flynn's indignities 
still hurt—my anger had not cooled. From the telephone 
directory I listed the names of hardware dealers and sport- 
ing goods houses which dealt in weapons and ammunition. I 
started out to canvass them, in search of the one which, had 
sold those shells. It was at the fourth one that a clerk 
told me: 

“Those shells are not regularly carried in stock by any 
dealer. They are made for special loading. You'll have to 
go to a gunsmith who has loading tools and who specializes 
in other than the standard charges of powder and shot." 

There was my clue! I almost jumped with joy, but my 
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ardor cooled when I recalled that there were none in town— 
that I knew of. I was almost disheartened; but I determined 
that come what would, I would not turn those shells over 
to Flynn. 


I" w?s while I sat over a cup of coffee, ordered for want 

of something better in which to seek inspiration, that I 
thought of my old friend Harry Newman, taxidermist and 
big game hunter, who knew firearms and shotguns as 
astronomers know the fixed stars, and who always had his 
shells specially loaded for his hunting trips in field, forest 
and canebrake. I didn't even wait to finish my coffee, but 
went to his establishment. 

“Where can I get some shells like these?" I asked, after 
I had fairly burst into the house. I held the shells in my 
extended hand. 

He took one—examined it speculatively: | Well, there 
are three places that I know. of, but I always go to Old Man 
Schneider. He's down on Front Street, near the levee. If 
he doesn't carry shells like this, I don't know who does." 

He told me where the other two establishments were, but 
as Old Man Schneider was the closest, I determined to go 
to him first. 

It was a ramshackle old building that still bore the marks 
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He hesitated for a moment, then replied, “Yes, I can. 
The man who did the ordering was a tall fellow with broad 
shoulders. He was red-complected and had a sandy mus- 
tache. His eyes had a snaky, mean look. He was about 
so high—" he held his hand above his head and indicated a 
height of about six feet—‘“and weighed about two hundred 
pounds. One fellow with him was fair-complected, had a 
black mustache and blue eyes. He was smiling most of the 
time and weighed about one hundred and eighty pounds. 
The other fellow was a slender kind of chap. with light 
hair and didn't look to be over twenty years old. He didn't 
have much to say." 

I was up against it. Hunting the three men he described 
would be like searching for the proverbial needle in the 
haystack. So, still refusing to take the police into my con- 
fidence, because of my resentment against Flynn, I went to 
my managing editor and told him all that had happened and 
what I had done. 

He listened with such a nonchalant and half-bored air 
that my spirits fell a few notches. When I had finished, he 
calmly asked me if I had had any sleep. I replied that I 
had not—I would have been very much discouraged if [ had 
not known him so well—and he told me to go to bed. His 
parting admonition was: 





“THE Sheriff had seen the barrel of a gun, nose through the door. 
He never flinched. Nor did he lose his footing a moment later 


when —— 


“Crash! The steel-shod nose of the power-boat hit the house-boat 
amidships, and in another instant ——” 





of the grape and cannister from Farragut's guns when he 
had shelled the waterfront in Civil War days. It was so 
tottery in its aspect that it made me nervous to look at it. 
As I opened the door a bell jangled in the rear of the room, 
and in response a bent, gray-whiskered old man emerged 
from behind a dusty curtain. 

He asked politely: “What can I do for you?" 

I drew the two shells from my pocket and held them 
toward him. “Did you load these?” 

The old man, took the shells, stroked his beard as he felt 
the metal and looked at the paper cylinders, then answered: 

“Yes, sir." 

There was elated excitement in my voice as I almost 
shouted : 

“Recently ?" 

“Just a few days ago." 

“Who for?" The eagerness in my tones must have made 
the old man suspicious. He looked at me over his glasses 
as much as to ask why I was so inquisitive. But when I 
opened my coat and permitted him to see just enough of my 
press badge to draw his conclusion that I was a detective, 
he answered: 


""T"HREE men came in and ordered me to load some 

‘shells with special charges of buckshot; they said they 
were going hunting in the caneébrakes and needed heavy 
loads—something that would stop a bear. Say," he added 
with that air of having thought of something all by himself, 
“you know, I thought at the time there was something 
wrong; this ain't the time of year for that kind of huntin', 
and that's why I took particular notice of them." 

“Can you describe them?” I asked. 


"And keep your mouth shut !" 

That order—plainer than anything else he could have said 
or done—gave me the comforting assurance that he would 
back me up and that he intended to do his part toward the 
taming of Flynn. 

I did go home, but not to sleep. 
slumber. When I did, my sleep was fitful, and far from 
restful. I was so near to something tangible, and yet, it 
seemed to me, so far. So about mid-afternoon I gave it up 
and went to the Police Station. 


I couldn't fall into 


I FOUND that Flynn had already made up his mind about 

the case. He had decided it was an “inside job,” and that 
Roy Maxwell, the youthful express messenger, had helped 
with it. He had arrested Maxwell and was “sweating” him. 
Flynn felt no compunction about giving the “third degree” 
to a suspect—he was a past master in the art of “sweating.” 

But I learned, when I had looked into the room, that 
“Wise Charley” was not “doing so good” with Maxwell. I 
could see him, with his fists doubled, and the left corner of 
his mouth twisted sarcastically, as he asked: 

“Yuh had the door open, didn’t yuh?” 

“Yes,” came the calm reply. 

“Yuh knew opening the door was agin orders?” he 
thundered, stepping nearer the young messenger. His tones 
and actions were menacing. 

“Of course,” Maxwell replied, rising, still deliberately 
calm, “but——” 

“Sit down!” bellowed Flynn, and Maxwell sat down. 

“What'd yuh have the door open fer?” he sneered. 

“Why,” Maxwell mumbled sheepishly, “it was so hot— 
and the train had stopped—and (Continued on page 66) 
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“Eddie, you're thinking the same thing I am, aren't you 
—about that little woman?" asked old Gil Hawkins, 
the con man. Eddie nodded. Both knew that—— 


























By MARK MELLEN 


a: HO'S that over there in 
the corner?" demanded 
) ^ Izzy the Itch. 


“Where?” asked Eddie 
Gorman, the book-maker ; 
and he and Hymie the 
Hyper craned their 
necks as they looked 
around the room. 

That back .room of 
Ivory O’Toole’s cider 
“stube” was reserved for 
a select group of grifters 
by tacit consent of the 
other patrons of the 
place; and the fact of a 
stranger's presence nat- 
urally raised a question, 
Gentlemen who live by 
their wits must nec- 
essarily be wary of 
strangers. No tell- 
ing when one is to 
meet a detective, or 
possibly some vic- 
tim who has been 
"taken" years back 
and is still looking 
for revenge. 

The man who at- 
tracted Izzy’s atten- 
tion leaned across 
the table—the table 
farthest removed from the door. 
His head was propped on the 
palm of one hand, while he 
stared into the vacant space be- 
fore him, seeing nothing. In 
appearance he gave the impression of 
being a truck driver on holiday—from lack 
of workz-and very much discouraged with 
his future prospects. 

Old Gil, the confidence man, gave 
the fellow a quick glance and turned away, then 
looked again. 

“I know him by sight," he said. “He’s in at the 
counter every second or third evening for his glass 
of apple juice. “Ivory!” he called. 

Ivory (poor old Ivory, who was forever trying, 
unsuccessfully, to make a fortune out of schemes 
of high finance) got up from his chair and slowly moved 
toward the table where the four friends sat. He dodged 
tables and chairs by instinct as he came across the room, 


for his eyes didn't leave the newspaper for 
a second. 

"Lay off that stuff," commanded old Gil, 
looking at the paper, which was 
folded open at a page devoted to 
the “ponies.” “The less you have 
to do with those 
horse-races, the bet- 
ter. And the 
(Continued on 


page 96) 


"Can't say as I know 

who jim is" replied 

Ivory. And he spoke 
the truth 
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The CRIME | 


Most criminals leave behind some tell-tale clue, 


By ARTHUR HALLECK 


account of a mysterious murder which occurred in the 

family of my wife, before I married her—from the 

detective standpoint. I must tell it from the amateur 
standpoint, but at least it will be true. I have, of course, 
changed the names of all persons concerned. 

A year before, I had come back from France, not in the 
best of health, due to experiences in the Great War. 
Financially I was well fixed, however, and after a summer 
spent in the north woods of Canada, I returned home feeling 
fit for the first time since my discharge from the Army. 
Then, too, I was happy, for I was engaged to the best girl 
in the world. Every man who is in love, and is engaged, 
perhaps can say the same thing. 

Her name was May Calvert. Her father was a wealthy 
physician, seventy-eight years of age. May was twenty- 
one. I was twenty-five. 

The situation was this: Doctor Bernard Calvert, fa- 
mous as a brain specialist and surgeon, at fifty-six had 
married Mary Hast, his secretary, who was eighteen. A 
year later, May was born—their only child. Mrs. Calvert, 
now at the age of forty, was a beautiful and very attractive 
woman, with a husband thirty-eight years her senior, feeble 
and bed-ridden. 

The thing happened on a Saturday, the twenty-ninth of 
October. At about four P. M. that afternoon I received a 
telephone call from Ellen, the maid in the Calvert home. 
We were at the Newberrys', friends of May, when the call 
came. May was puzzled when I told her that Ellen had 
asked to have her come home at once. 

“Did Ellen ask for you?" 

“Yes,” I replied. I was puzzled myself and not disposed 
to say much. 

Excuses were given and we left. 

The Calverts lived in an apartment-house on Park Avenue 
and as our car drew near the place, I saw Doctor Purdy, 
the Calvert family physician, hurrying to the doorway. He 
went up on the elevator just ahead of us. 


| AM not a detective, and therefore cannot write the 


MISES we got there he was in Mr. Calvert's room, and 
the door was closed. Ellen met us and took us into 
the sitting-room. In broken sentences she told us that Mr. 
Calvert was dead. 

May gave me a glance, grasped both my hands and I held 
her to me until the shock of the thing had passed sufficiently 
for her to collect her thoughts. The girl loved her father 
devotedly and though she never shed a tear, I knew how 
much she was suffering. 

Doctor Purdy drew me aside when he came out. His 
face was grave. 

“I am going to call the Medical Examiner’s office, Mr. 
Halleck. There is every evidence that Mr. Calvert was 
.strangled to death. Are you going to stay here?" 

“Yes,” I replied. 
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person planned differently. 


“Well, watch the door. Don’t let anyone in there." 

I said nothing to May of what Doctor Purdy had told me 
as to the cause of death. We sat and I tried to take her 
mind off the terrible happening, but of course it was useless. 
She pleaded for permission to go into the room to see her 
father, but I had to insist on keeping her out. 

An hour later when the young doctor, one of the assist- 
ants attached to the Medical Examiner's office, had ar- 
rived and made his examination, he confirmed Doctor 
Purdy's report. Within a half hour several detectives from 
Police Headquarters were cluttering up the rooms. Mean- 
while I had told May what the Assistant Medical Examiner 
had said. 

May and I entered the room, accompanied by Doctor 
Purdy. Calvert lay on the bed. "The blind was drawn, but 
there was enough light for us to see the horrible expression 
on the dead man's face. At least, it was horrible to 
us, unused to death, and neither May nor I cared to look at 
those features long. To me it did not look like Mr. Calvert 
at all, and I'm sure May felt the same. -She was too shocked 
to speak. Doctor Purdy stood in silehce and waited. 

It may have been a wrong thing to do—to take May into 
the room—for she broke down completely and clung to me 
in a paroxysm of grief. Just then Mrs. Calvert entered, 
accompanied by Reginald Carew, a young man about 
twenty-eight, whom I knew. They both viewed the body 
in mystification and grief. Then we all walked out. 


I COULDN'T figure out how this thing had happened, and, 
as a matter of fact, no one else could at that time. Who 
had murdered this poor, defenseless old man, lying peace- 
fully in his bed, a paralytic on one side of his body and only 
able to raise his left hand? Who would want to murder 
him? Where was there any cause? 

But, even granting a cause, how could it have been ac- 
complished ? 

'The facts were these: 

At one-o'clock lunch at the Calvert apartment that Satur- 
day, there was Reggie Carew (already mentioned), Mrs. 
Calvert, May, and myself. Young Carew was filling the róle 
of escort and dance partner to the dashing Mrs. Calvert. 
Doctor Calvert knew of it, of course, and, whether he liked 
it or not, at least he condoned it. 

While we were eating and chatting, the old gentleman 
was in his room in bed. Ellen had taken him his warm 
milk and bite of toast at the lunch hour, and, before May 
and I left for the Newberrys' we stepped in to see him. He 
was smiling and kissed May affectionately. That was about 
one-thirty. 

Mrs. Calvert and Carew left at two-fifteen for the 
matinée at the Winter Garden. It being Saturday, Miss 
Fraser, the housekeeper, and Lucy Hahn, the cook, had the 
afternoon off and they left at one o'clock—as soon as lunch 
was served. The only person remaining in the apartment 
besides Doctor Calvert, after the departure of Mrs. Calvert 
and Carew, was Ellen. 

Ellen, it developed (I am giving the result of the detec- 
tives’ investigation), went to her room immediately after 


Without a CLUE 


where they have “pulled the job.” 


But—did the plan work? 


clearing away the dishes from the table at one-thirty, which 
required from five to ten minutes, she said. She left the 
dishes in the kitchen for the cook to wash when she re- 
turned. 

At four o’clock Ellen had come out of her room, mean- 
while having been engrossed in reading a story, and passing 
the Doctor’s room, had looked in to see how he was. She 
found him dead and immediately phoned me at the New- 
berrys’, where she knew I had taken May. 

From two-fifteen, when Mrs. Calvert and Carew left, to 
four o’clock, when Ellen found him dead—one 
and three-quarters hours, Doctor Calvert had 
been alone. Someone during that time then, 
had quietly strangled him. But—the apart- 
ment was on the 
eighth floor and 
the only door lead- 


ing out of it was equipped with a 
heavy sneck-lock. The elevator 
man stated that during the period between two-fifteen, 
when he had seen Mrs. Calvert and Carew leave, and four 
o'clock, he had taken no one either up or down in the 
elevator but whom he knew who they were, and where they 
were going. Also that no one had been in his elevator dur- 
ing that time who had either gone to or come from the 
Calvert apartment. 

This statement was easily verified by others. There were 
two liveried doormen below, watching the main entrance in 
shifts, between seven in the morning until after midnight. 
No access was possible from the trade entrance to the 
guests' elevators. No one was allowed in the building who 
was not known, or else his business was stated and the 


This guilty 


person whom he wished to see was communicated with 
through the switchboard operator. As to possible admit- 
tance by other means than the entrances already referred to, 
there was no outside fire-escape and access through a win- 
dow was impossible. 

How then had the intruder entered, if anyone had entered 
at all? And why should anyone kill Doctor Calvert? For 
money? Not a thing had been touched in the room. It was 
plainly a case of murder from 
some cause other than robbery. 
And there was not a single clue. 

As I have said, I am not a detec- 
tive. But this mys- 
tery engaged my 
undivided interest. I 
could think of 















“What do you 
think about it?” 
asked Reggie. 
“Do I look like a 
murderer?” 





nothing else, and there was ample reason for this, for I was 
engaged to marry May Calvert, the innocent daughter of 
an adored father who had been brutally murdered. I 
wanted to know the reason why. 

A few days after Doctor Calvert’s burial, his will was 
admitted to probate and parts of it were printed in the news- 
papers. A great interest was aroused in the case. His 
entire fortune, amounting to about two millions, was left 
to his wife, with the request that she provide well for her 
daughter, May. 

Carew had been questioned at length on several occasions 
by the Headquarters detectives. They had found nothing 
wrong with his story, which was simple enough, and was 
supported by Mrs. Calvert, who hdd been questioned sep- 
arately. The three-quarters of an hour which he and Mrs. 
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Calvert had spent in the Calvert apartment after May and 
I left, was consumed in conversation between them as they 
sat in the living-room, he stated. Asked what they had 
talked about, he said they had talked about psychology, a 
study in which he was interested. 


ATURALLY, since Mrs. Calvert was the beneficiary 

under the will, and Carew was paying attention to her 
before her husband's death—by violence—also, since she 
and Carew were in the apartment three-quarters of an hour, 
practically alone, and had opportunity to do violence to 
Doctor Calvert, had they so wished, it was not surprising 
that suspicion turned against them, although it was not 
outspoken. It was an undercurrent of gossip and innuendo. 
Nothing could be proven, but it was felt by many who were 
familiar with the case that there was something about 
Carew that was not right. 

His record was thoroughly investigated, not only because 
of the things above mentioned, but also because three 
months after Doctor Calvert's death, it was reported that 
he was engaged to marry Mrs. Calvert. And this, in spite 
of the fact that it had never been open to question as to 
whether Mrs. Calvert had loved her aged husband. She had 
loved him. I myself knew that, and it had 
been a mystery to me why she had ever al 
lowed Carew's attentions. Her husband's 
death had been more of a shock to her than 
to anyone else, and this I 
knew from my personal 
knowledge of her and of all 
that had passed. 
That was why, 
when I heard 
that she was 


going to marry Carew, I was dumbstruck at the thought. 

I have mentioned that the police looked up Carew’s record. 
It was found that he had been in New York a little less 
than a year, having come from Paris, France. He spoke 
French and German fluently and was of a studious nature, 
quiet and unassuming. He was an extremely handsome 
man and always dressed well. He had no police record. 
His life, apparently, had been uneventful. 

Those who knew Carew best stated that there was no 
question but that he was an idealist and of a very high type 
of character, yet when questioned. specifically, none seemed 
to know much about him. Requests on specific points usu- 


May turned on me in a that 
me: "Find out who killed my 
C PE ay x- dé next 
day!" she retorted 
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ally succeeded only in bringing out an avowal of a “general 
impression” that he was a fine fellow. As to his pleasant, 
courteous nature, my own personal knowledge of him 
supported this. Before Doctor Calvert’s death I had had 
several talks with “Reggie,” as everyone called him. He 
interested me as a personality. After the murder, with its 
consequent publicity and notoriety for all concerned, Reggie 
did not change in the least. He was just as mild, courteous, 
unassuming and friendly as ever. 

About a week after I first learned of Reggie’s engagement 
to Mrs. Calvert, May and I came across him in the dining- 
room of the Plaza. He came over at’ once to our table and, 
with his usual smile and complimentary remarks, took a 
place with us. I had not seen so much of him of late and 
I wondered whether the vital topic would, or could be 
broached with safety. I wanted to talk about it with him. 
I wanted to get his view-point and I also had some things I 
wanted to say myself. 

But I need not have had any tender feelings in the matter, 
for in a few minutes he led into it with the greatest ease 



















way 
and nonchalance possible, con- 
sidering the circumstances. 

“Oh, I say, Arthur,” he said. 
“what are your ideas about all this talk? What do you 
think about it? Do I look like a murderer? Sometimes it 
almost makes me feel guilty, the way people stare at me, 
everywhere I go." Then he turned to May. “Miss Calvert, 
I appreciate your feelings. The whole thing is tragic 
enough, but nevertheless, what can I do? It is an absurd 
thing, it seems to me, to cast suspicion upon me, in some- 
thing that is so far-fetched and ridiculous as to be wholly 
unthinkable.” 

“Then there’s my angle, too, Reggie,” I put in. “Some 
say that I have the deep interest that I do have in trying to 
solve this mystery, because I feel that May here, who is 
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soon to be my wife, has been defrauded out of her share of 
her father’s fortune, which I would like to have for myself. 
As a matter of fact, I am independently wealthy, and every- 
one who knows me, knows that I could have.no interest in 
it whatsoever in that respect.” 

“I believe you,” said Reggie. “There you are! Its an- 
, other case of ‘what people say.. If they can't find somethiug 
to talk about in my affairs, then they will find something 
wrong with yours, since we both happen to be in the head- 
lines. Half of it is these damn reporters,” he added with a 
wry smile. “No person is safe from their misrepre- 
sentations.” 

“And yet sometimes they find out things by their persis- 
tence, that work for justice,” commented May, in an even, 
cold tone that had bitterness in it. 


C= only smiled and passed off the remark, seeming 
not in the least affected. After we had left I told May 
that I intended to cultivate Reggie’s society. 
“What for—because you like him?” - 
“No,” I replied, “because I have a purpose in it.” 


When I had found out these things I said to May: 
“Your prospective father-in-law certainly gives the im- 
pression of being a paragon of virtue.” 

“That’s just what Mother says. She says he is that.” 
She looked at me eagerly. “I am anxious to know whether 
you think he really is—after you have found out everything 
you can about him ?” 

“Well, I don’t know, May,” I replied thoughtfully. And 
I was telling the truth. I hadn’t yet made up my mind. As 
a matter of fact, I had a whole lot to learn. 


MEANwHnE I was getting impatient with the delay 
that May was insisting upon in regard to our marriage. 
She stated that she loved me, that she intended to marry me, 
and was going to set a definite date for the wedding. How- 
ever, she hadn’t set the date, the weeks were passing, and 
there was little prospect of her doing so. Finally, one day 
when she and her mother and I were together, I grew serious 
and pinned her down. 

She turned on me in a way that surprised me: “Find out 
who killed my Daddy and I'll marry you the next day!” she 





“MES. CALVERT looked up at me again and a slight smile played 
about her pretty lips. It was almost a sneer. Then came, in an 


even, quiet voice. 


“A Broadway bum; that’s what he was, a Broadway bum. The 


low-down cad! 


The white-livered liar!’ 


“As she spoke, she reached to a drawer in the stand near her, 


pulled out a——" 





“Tt’s a shame, the way he has Mother twirled around his 
little finger,” she replied. “I don’t understand it. It worries 
me. If you can find out anything about him that we don’t 
know, do it—please do it!” She paused and looked at me 
appealingly, with tears in her eyes. “I would give my own 
life to know who killed Daddy !" 

“I know you would, dear," I said quietly, and I gave her 
hand a squeeze. “And one of these days we are going to 
find out." 

I kept my word. I did cultivate Reggie. I was able to 
do so because I think he somehow felt there was a bond of 
sympathy between us, from the remark I had made when 
we were dining together at the Plaza that day. 


Acr a few weeks, we grew to be quite chummy. But 
I must in truth say that I found nothing in either his 
conversation or manner which might indicate in the slightest 
degree that he was not sincere in his attentions to Mrs. 
Calvert, or had not always been so. I sought out some of 
his more intimate friends and I diligently cultivated their 
acquaintance also, but everything I could learn only served 
to strengthen the impression that here at last, in the midst 
of gay, reckless New York, was a young man of almost 
unbelievable uprightness of character and high moral con- 
duct. It appeared (and I do not say this in sarcasm) that 
he had never done wrong. I say it appeared so. He was so 
strict with himself, in fact, that he never allowed himself to 
indulge in a drink of liquor, and his friends said he re- 
frained from smoking because (as he himself stated) he 
simply didn’t like it, though the inference was, he believed 
it to be an undesirable habit and a discredit to a young 
man. 


retorted. Then she burst out crying, and rushing to her 
room, locked herself in. 

I was getting myself into a mess. Did the girl suspect 
that I had killed her father? I mention this because at the 
time I really did wonder about this, for May had been acting 
rather queerly of late. She had not been herself. She had 
said that maybe somebody had administered slow poison to 
her father and that he had not been strangled at all. I won- 
dered about that too. Maybe she thought / had, with the 
expectation that she was to be given all of her Dad’s money 
when he died. 

All this may sound absurd, but -it didn’t seem at all absurd 
to me then, at that time. I racked my brain through that 
period, thinking about the thing until I grew thin and pale. 
I got into the habit of lying awake nights thinking about it, 
trying to figure out a theory of how the murder had been 
commi new theory. The police had thought out 
every theory possible, or what they thought possible. 


E was during this time that I made an appointment to see 

Doctor Purdy. When I walked into his office he looked 
me over appraisingly and said: “Now, what the devil is 
the matter with you, young fellow? Do you imagine you 
are sick?" "The old gray-haired physician had a twinkle in 
his kindly eyes as he said this and he shook me by the 
shoulder in a friendly way. Then he looked at me more 
closely. “You don't look quite so well as when I saw you 
last. Worrying about your coming marriage, my boy? Is 
that it?" 

I sat down and did not reply right away. He looked at 
me keenly over the top of his glasses and waited. 

“Doctor,” I said, “what evidence (Continued on page 83) 


Fora 


CHINAMAN’S GOLD 


company physician of 

the Stony Creek Min- 

ing Corporation, of 
Stony Creek, at the time 
Sam Wong, the laundryman, was mysteriously shot in that 
God forsaken town. It caused a great stir there, chiefly, 
I think, because there was a peculiar coincidence connected 
with it. 

The coincidence was that at about the time Sam Wong 
was shot, a string of pearls worth $250,000 disappeared from 
off the person of one Frisco Irish, a thug, who had sup- 
posedly stolen them. 

Another Chinaman was mixed up in the deal. His name 
was Sing Ling, and he owned and ran the combination 
restaurant and opium dive where Frisco was found “doped 
up." The Sheriff felt that Sing was a bad egg and that he 
had association with the underworld of San Francisco— 
from which place the missing necklace had been stolen. 
Anyhow, Sing admitted having “frisked” Frisco. His story 
was that he did that with all of his patrons while they were 
under the influence of the drug, so he could "take care of 
their valuables," if any—they being irresponsible when in 
this condition. 

Sing said he discovered the pearls on going through 
Frisco's pockets, and that he laid them on a table near by, 
and the next thing he knew they had disappeared. Someone 
had taken them when he had his back turned. 

The Sheriff didn't believe this story and he locked Sing 
in the town jail. I was brought into the case through the 
fact that the Sheriff could not wake up Frisco Irish. Had 
Sing loaded the pipe with an extra big dose of opium for 
reasons of his own? 


| WAS the assistant 


E was soon after I had brought Frisco to consciousness 

that I was called to the side of Sam Wong, and the 
thought occurred to me that maybe there was something 
in-Sing's story. Maybe the pearls had been taken from 
Sing's place, and maybe Sam Wong was the man who stole 
them. Why? For no other reason except that Sam now 
had a bullet in him. After all, it wasn't a coincidence— 
it was just a connection—maybe. 

I attended Sam. He died from the effect of his wound, 
within a few hours of being shot. Meanwhile, Doctor 
Allen Beecher, to whom I was assistant, had become inter- 
ested in this peculiar situation. When Beecher wasn't 
drunk he was credited with having a shrewd sense of the 
fitness and value of things. Doctor Beecher seemed to be 
interested in the fact that where there was once a $250,000 
string of pearls, there was now nothing. Where then were 
these pearls? 

I also was becoming vitally interested about this time, for, 
the: day after I attended Sam Wong at Dave Henderson's 
lonely cabin, near where he had been shot by some person 
unknown, I had a hard time waking up. At about noon I 
opened my eyes to the world, wondering what it was all 
about. I never felt so dopey in my life, and a little later, 
after I was through shaving, I became curious about a tiny, 
suspicious-looking spot on my left arm. 
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By DOCTOR ROSWELL BAILEY 
As told to CARL EASTON WILLIAMS 


Was that spot the mark 
of a hypodermic needle? 

I began to think. I had 
slept by Sam  Wong's 
corpse that night, and 
when I awoke had found it had been removed from my side 
and was on a table. I also found (and it greatly aroused my 
curiosity) that Doctor Beecher had paid a call at the 
cabin while I was asleep. As I say, I was thinking all 
the while that following day, as I tried to collect my senses, 
and I decided that something was wrong. 

It was not so long aíter this that I made a startling dis- 
covery—if my suspicions were true. Stuck to the under 
side of Doctor Beecher's desk in his office I found a goodly 
number of wads of gum. The Doc didn’t chew gum. 

I hurried to my safe-deposit vault in the local bank, ask- 
ing no questions and not even taking the time to stop and 
investigate what might be inside the gum wads—if any- 
thing. 

Nothing else could it be. I was sure of it! Someone 
had opened Sam Wong’s stomach and had taken therefrom 
$250,000 in pearls. And that someone was—— 


I TOLD the Sheriff my suspicions, and together we went 
to examine Sam Wong’s body. It was, truly, just a little 
bit uncanny to find that it was as we expected—that is, that 
the body had been opened. And it was a neat job. It was 
not butchery, such as an unskillful hand might have per- 
petrated. There was the skill of the surgeon, the careful 
cleavage between the muscles, and all neatly laid back into 
place after the opening. Even the carting of the body across 
the back of a broncho had not much disturbed the perfect- 
fitting edges of the incision. 

“Do you see, Sheriff,” I said, “that this is a job such as 
only a doctor would be able to do? You see where it points ?” 

“Oh, I see that all right. It’s a surgeon’s work. The only 
question is—which surgeon?” 

“Just what do you mean?” 

“Why, the only trouble with that, Doc, is that it cuts two 
ways, d'you see? Beecher will naturally say that you did 
this little job. Sam Wong was cut open. This was your 
case.” 

I caught my breath: The implication staggered me! 

“Besides, how did you know about this?” asked the 
Sheriff. 

“Why—by deduction, of course.” 

He laughed. “How do I know you knew it by deduction ?" 


I HESITATED. This was, indeed, an unexpected turn 
in the case. The mystery would at last be solved—by 
fastening the whole thing upon me. For a moment I could 
not think what to say. 

"You spent the night out there, alone with him, you 
know," added the Sheriff. 

And now another thought occurred to me, that made me 
feel weak and faint. Beecher did not. now have the pearls— 
or at least I thought he didn't. They were—probably—at 
this very moment deposited in my own safe deposit vault, ' 
in tne wads of gum. Perhaps after all, now, my best hope 


A man who risks his life to win a fortune, usually 
resorts to desperate methods—but no man has 
tried more desperate methods, nor more clever 
ruses, than those employed by the crafty 








lay in the chance that I really had made a silly mistake, and 
a fool of myself at the same time. 

The Sheriff was watching me, shrewdly, with a grim little 
smile—or was it a friendly smile? I could not tell. I stood 
there stupidly trying to think. It was all very embarrassing. 
Perhaps I looked guilty. 

“Do you get me, Doc?” the Sheriff said. 
pearls? Hand them over.” 

As a matter of fact, I was—probably—in a position to do 
that very thing, though he didn’t know that yet. 

“But, of course, you think that I'm telling you the truth ?" 
I faltered. 

“Sure, I know that,” he replied, laughing. “But when it 
comes to a show-down, Beecher can fasten it on you better 
than you can on him. I may have to lock you up yet, Doc.” 


“Where are the 


Oriental, Sing Ling 


Was that spot 

the mark of a 

hypodermic 
needle? 


However, just at 
this point, when it 
looked dark, I saw a 
liglit. This was the 
thought of the possi- 
ble clash between 
Joe Gates and 
Beecher, and I now 
hoped that I had 
paved the way for 
this. Gates had ac- 
companied Beecher 
to the cabin where 
Beecher had oper- 
ated on Sam Wong, 
and I felt sure that Shifty Joe was in on the crooked deal. 
With my general stupidity in the whole affair, I thought now 
with some consolation that at least I had done one bit of cute 
work in saying to Beecher that Joe was “looking for him.” 
If those wads of chewing gum were what I thought, 
Beecher would suspect Gates, and Shifty Joe would mis- 
construe the Doctor’s position. Yet, of course, I might be 
wrong about the whole business. But in a case like that, 
one clutches at a straw. 

“The only hitch in the program of fastening anything on 
me, Sheriff, comes about through Joe Gates getting sore at 
Beecher.” 
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“What’s that?” 

“Well, there’s a little more I didn’t tell you, Sheri " 

“Well, I'll be gum-swizzled,” he broke in. “Here’s me 
puzzling all about this mystery all day, and you come 
along a half hour after I saw you last and got it all figured 
out clear. Shoot it quick." 

“Well, it was this way——” 

But at this point Frank Green, the deputy, burst into the 
room. 

"Better come along with me, Sheriff—something doing." 





BUT already the Sheriff had his hat on his head and was 
on his way to the door. “Doc Beecher and Shifty 
Joe—?* . 

"Right. How'd you guess it? I been shadowing the Doc, 
as you told me. I listened at the door—and there was one 
whale of a row. I heard what they said. Joe went away, 
but he said he was coming back——" 

“Sure—he’s going back with his gun. We'll wait inside 
the door and pick him up before anything happens. I know 
all about it. Come on, Doc." ; 

By this time we were out on the street. It seems, how- 
ever, that Gates did not go all the way to his room at the 
Stony Creek Hotel for his own gun. Instead he borrowed 
Jimmy Young’s six-shooter. When we saw him he was 
just opposite the administration building, that is, opposite 


. perhaps more thoroughly than at the t 
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former colleague, that it was, after all, a fortunate ending 
for him. Better to go this way, quickly, than to go by the 
processes of a disease with which I knew he was afflicted, 
that would gradually eat away his brain and central nervous 
system. This was the lesser tragedy. 

“Just to think," I said—"three men shot to death over a 
little string of white stones." 

“Hell!” said the Sheriff, “and the mystery still remains. 
Where is it? Where are they?” 

“As to that,” I replied, “I may be able to help you out.” 

"My God, Doc, you got this whole thing sewed up." 

"Can't help it. Feel my hair, back here—all sticky? 
That’s chewing gum." 

"But what the devil's that got to do with it?" 

“Why, I bumped my head, reaching for my fountain- - 
pen top, under his table, see?" And with that I reached 
my hand under the table and felt around again, this time 
of my former 
hasty action. Anyway, there was one wad of gum that I 
had overlooked. “Wait, here's one I missed!” I said, hold- 
ing it up triumphantly. 

A quizzical smile spread over the Sheriff's face. 
mean—you missed this one with your hair?" 

But by this time I had picked up a knife, and was ex- 
ploring the wad of gum, confidently expecting to find a 
litle hard stone in its center. But the knife cut straight 


“You 





“THE three of us broke into a run. 
“When Gates was half way across the street, he looked up at 


the windows. In another instant there was a shot—from one of the 
windows. Shifty Joe drew his right hand from his coat pocket, and 


almost before we could see it, he 


» 








my office windows, and starting to cross the street. 
three of us broke into a run. 

When Gates was half way across the 
at the windows. In another instant there was a shot—*_ . 
one of the windows. Shifty Joe drew his right hand 
from his coat pocket, and almost before we could see it, he 
too, had fired—up at the window. For the next three or 
Íour seconds all Stony Creek resounded with the roar of 
a pitched battle, for both Beecher and Gates were firing as 
fast as they could empty their guns. 

Then silence. 


The 


. he looked up 


AS the thick smoke cleared we saw Gates turn deliberately 

around to walk away. He took just three steps, and 
then his knees bent and he drooped down—sort of wilted 
into the dirt. 

Again we started on the run. “Go and pick him up, 
Frank," said the Sheriff. "I'll go up-stairs." 

I ran with Frank to the body sprawled in the dirt of the 
street. One glance told me that he was gone, and I followed 
the Sheriff up to our office. The door was locked, and I 
pulled out my key. Beecher had crumpled up under the 
window. He was lifeless. I examined him quickly, and 
then we stretched him out on the floor. 

The Sheriff stepped to the window. Already a crowd 
had gathered. 

“Frank,” called the Sheriff, “borrow that wagon over 
yonder and take both of them away. Lay them out along- 
side of the Chink.” . 

I reflected, as I looked at the still, reclining form of my 


through. I divided it into smaller sections. 
them. Nothing but pure gum. 

“That’s funny,” I commented. The Sheriff was watch- 
ing me. 

“You better sleep all by yourself from now on, Doc,” he 
remarked cryptically. 

My face felt hot, and I knew it had flushed red. Maybe, 
after all, my mind had gone. I stepped back, and tripped 
over Beecher’s body. There he was. There was no doubt 
about him! 

“Sheriff, I guess you and I had better search this office 
some more.” 

“T guess so, too.” He took off his hat. 
the chewing gum?" 

“Well, I thought, you know—because Beecher didn't chew 
gum—why, he——" 

"Say, Doc—that’s right," exclaimed the Sheriff—‘the 
chewed tobacco !” 

“Well,” I went on. “I had to work fast. Saw him cross- 
ing the street, so I jammed the gum wads into a handker- 
chief and put it in my vault at the bank.” 

“All right; we'll just go and get it and look it over." 


I squeezed 


*But what about 


THE bank was now closed, but the official in charge 
opened it for the Sheriff. A few minutes later the two 
of us sat at the Sheriff's desk in his office with wads of 
discarded chewing gum spread before us. The first lump 
was another false alarm. Nothing but gum. My heart 
sank. But the Sheriff kept on, and the next wad—ah, the 
next contained a beautiful pearl! What a relief! After 
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all, I had been right. 

We spent some time extricating and polishing the pearls, 
using hot water later to soften the gum. All the jewels now 
needed was a string. They were beautiful, to us, who knew 
so little about precious stones, though they seemed tem- 
porarily discolored in spots by the gum and hot water. 

The Sheriff thén had Frisco Irish brought in. The crook 
entered with a grin. 

“Here, Frisco——" 

“I told you my name was Ingram—Frank Ingram.” 

"Well, anyway, you see we got your pearls back again." 

“Thank you, Sheriff. I didn't know they were gone.” 

“Do you know that three men have been shot to death— 
over these pearls ?" 

*Oh, gosh! I heard some shooting. Too damn bad, ain't 
it, Sheriff ?" 

*Well, they ought to be precious, after all that," I put in. 

“But to tell the truth,” said the fellow, with a queer smile, 
“I only paid ten dollars for them." 

“You what?” 


“I paid ten dollars. They're good 





pearls. I was going to give them to 
Jessie. Here, I think " and fumbling 
in his pockets he pro- 
duced a sales-slip 


from Black & Com- 
pany, jewelers, in San 


*Sam Wong 
was cut open. 
This was your 

" said the 
Sheriff. The 
implication 
staggered me! 


Francisco. “Best make there is, 

Sheriff." e 
This time it was the Sheriff i 

whose face was flushed. He was V 

fingering over the pearls uncertainly. He put 

on his glasses for a closer inspection. 

"By the way, Sheriff, what you holding me 
for—that's what I want to know !" 

“Wait a minute,” said that worthy official, and he reached 
for the telephone. In another five minutes Wallace Fisher, 
mining engineer and mineralogist, entered the room. He 
scratched one of the stones with a knife, and said that it 
was paste. 

"I could grind up some fish scales, bind them with 
paraffin and some hardening material, and make you some 


pearls as good as this one—for a dollar a string, in quan- 


tities.” 

“My God—I was stung! 
came from the prisoner. 

It was too much for the -Sheriff. 

“Thank you, Wally,” said the Sheriff, and the mineralogist 
departed. 


Ten berries.” This remark 























“You say three men were killed over ten dollars—I mean, 
one dollar’s worth of this junk?” 

The Sheriff gave the fellow one withering look. 

“What you holding me for?” the man repeated. 

“Damned if I know, Frisco. Get out.” 

“Thanks, Sheriff. I'll do that." Whereupon he picked up 
the loose stones from the desk and poured them into his 
pocket Two or three fell on the floor, but he paid no 
attention to them. 

He had no sooner left than Sing Ling was brought in. 

“I guess you're clear, too, Sing," said the Sheriff. 
"We've all had enough trouble out of this fool business. 
You go back to your chop suey." 

But Sing Ling shook his head. 
back—Flisco. S'long." 

“All right, Sing—anywhere you like. Good-by.” And 
then he added, after the door had closed behind the China- 


“No like um now. Go 


man, “The whole 
blooming thing’s a 
joke!” 


“But not for Sam 
Wong, or Shifty, or 
Beecher,” I cor- 
rected. 

“Suffering 
Mike, that’s 
right,” he re- 


plied, snapping his fingers. "Then 
he reached for his pen and wrote 
a telegram to the authorities in San Francisco. 

The Frank Ingram person, better known as Frisco Trish, 
left town within half an hour, on the horse that Doctor 
Beecher had purchased from Jimmy Young. He got it for 
a song. Sing Ling followed him twenty minutes later. 
taking the same trail, having made a quick deal with Charley 
See, who took over the business. Sing Ling had his own 
horse back, of course. 

With Beecher out of the office, I spent the rest of the 
day moving things about and (Continued on page 83) 


The 


MAN with 


Why would a man of unsmirched character desert a beautiful 


without a word of explanation? 


When Detective Fox made 


case,” he stumbled onto the strangest discovery 


morning was an unusual type—beautiful but not self- 
conscious. She neither primped nor preened, nor in 
any other way attempted to convey a personal aware- 
ness of her own attractiveness. And she was really beau- 
tiful, in face, form, carriage, and general expression. Her 
soft, gray eyes, with their touches of gold and jade inter- 
mingled, looked out from their frame of curling lashes with 
such kindliness and understanding as to cause one to believe 
that she saw only good in even the vilest of God's creatures. 
I quickly sensed, however, that this woman had suffered 
a great injury—something which had hurt her to the very 
remotest depth of her soul. And I felt instinctively that 
her understanding of humanity and its frailties had made 
it possible for her to meet the blow standing up. 
She was not long in confirming the correctness of my 


Te woman who was ushered into my office that 


guess. 

“Mr. Fox,” she began, immediately upon seating herself 
in the chair I had indicated, “I understand that you con- 
duct a private investigating business——” 

She paused, and I nodded. 

“I came to you because I wish that no publicity be con- 
nected with this—that is, no more than has already been 
necessary." 

“I understand, madam.” 

“I am Mrs. Monroe—Mrs. Thomas Monroe——” 

I am sure I looked my surprise. This woman, so calmly 
stating her business, was the wife, then, of a.man who had 
lately disappeared under spectacular circumstances. The 
case had been, seemingly, utterly unexplainable, and was, 
I knew, still upon the police docket as an unsolved mystery. 

Monroe, credited with being an unusually successful life 
insurance salesman, had for some unknown reason failed 
to return home one night. Early the following morning his 
automobile had been found parked near the edge of the 
lake a few miles out from the city, and just off the main 
highway. The wind-shield had been shattered by a heavy 
boulder which still lay inside the car. A number of papers 
relative to Monroe’s business and bearing his name, were 
scattered about the front seat, as though carelessly dis- 
carded in a hurried rifling of the man’s pockets. 


T was believed at first that Monroe had been murdered 

and his body thrown into the lake—a theory that was 
strengthened by the discovery of a hole in the thin ice near 
the shore. 

But persistent dragging of the lake in that vicinity had 
failed to locate the body. And because the water was com- 
paratively still in that particular spot, it was not thought 
possible that the body could have been carried farther out 
into the lake by an undercurrent. So the search was finally 
abandoned, and the general opinion seemed to be that 
Monroe had willfully absconded, leaving behind such obvious 
clues as the broken wind-shield and the scattered papers for 
the purpose of making it appear that he had been attacked, 
and probably murdered. 

No reason for his apparent desire to get away could be 
found. His reputation, so far as was publicly known, was 
without a smirch. His accounts with his company were 
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found to be in perfect condition. It appeared, furthermore, 
that the domestic life of the Monroes had been unusually 
congenial, that almost perfect happiness had been experi- 
enced by the pair. No one could understand why Monroe 
should willingly desert the wife he had apparently loved, 
and who seemed to possess as great a love for him. 

And now, having met the man’s wife, my own wonder 
was increased to the nth degree. 

I saw that the woman had suffered grief, humiliation 
and suspense—as deeply, perhaps, as it is possible for mor- 
tals to suffer. And yet she was able to talk of the tragedy 
without a tremor in her low voice. If ever I have seen 
perfect poise, that woman had it. 

"Yes, Mrs. Monroe," I said. “I believe the police depart- 
ment has conscientiously tried every means of. solving that 
mystery." 

“Yes, I suppose so," she agreed. 

"Is it something else, then, that you wished to consult 


WAITED. It was impossible to be brusque with this 

woman. Finally, having apparently overcome either her 
reluctance to discuss her affairs with me, or having decided 
that she could trust me, or perhaps both, she drew from 
her handbag a small, black, leather-covered memorandum 
book and handed it to me. 

“I found it in the pocket of an old coat of Tom's, one 
which he had not worn for some time." 

The book was practically new, with only the slightly 
bent edges of the covers to indicate that it had been carried 
at all. Not a single entry had been made in the book; even 
the space for the owner's name and address had not been 
filled in. 

But when I passed the edges of the blank pages reflec- 
tively over my thumb, I found a scrap of paper tucked into 
the book. It turned out to be a picture of a woman, and 
it had been clipped from a magazine of some sort—the 
paper, I noticed, was of a better quality than the news- 
papers use. 

I glanced at Mrs. Monroe. Her eyes were riveted upon 
the picture. Then, as she raised her eyes to meet mine, I 
saw quite plainly the suffering that she tried so bravely to 
conceal. 

Before I had voiced the question in my mind, she shook 
her head. 

“I do not know who ‘it is—I never saw the original, I 
am sure." 

“And the book—it belonged to your husband?" 

“I can only suppose that it did. I never saw it before." 

“You said nothing about this to the police?” 

I knew, of course, that she had not. I was merely seeking 
some way of breaking through her reticence. It seemed 
hard for her to put into words the thought that was evi- 
dently in her mind. 

Then, without preface, she told it all, with a rapid flow 
of words but in a voice that was remarkably under 
control. 


“I never for an instant suspected Tom of caring for 


TWO LIVES 


wife and a prosperous business— 
his search for the “woman in the 
of his career 










*Who was this 
woman whose pic- 
ture was in my 
husband's pocket?" 


By Detective GEORGE FOX 
As told to E. M. JOHNSON 


another woman," she 
said. “But, Mr. Fox, 
I simply cannot endure 
this mystery any longer. 


must know who could wish Tom out 
of the way—I must know! His 
death cannot go unavenged !" 

I was moved to wonder just then 
If there. was another whether her desire to find her hus- 
woman, I want to band's slayer—if he had indeed been 
know it. I could understand her love for him—' Tom was  slain—was the real, compelling motive which had brought 
capable of inspiring love, if any man was. I could even this woman to my office, or had her vanity been hurt and 
forgive Tom—he was no less human than any other man. her jealousy aroused? Did she want to learn, above all 
But if he died with a secret in his heart—you see it is else, if there had indeed been another woman in her hus- 
almost impossible for me to believe that he is not dead— band’s heart? It did not seem to me possible that such 
if he died shielding a hidden love, that secret must re- an amount of vanity could exist in this well-poised woman. 
main hidden from the rest of the world, if such a thing is Still, why had she withheld evidence of any nature what- 
possible. Thats why I have come to you, Mr. Fox. I  soever from the police if her sole wish had been to find her 
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husband's possible slayer? Of course, she might have been 
actuated—as she said—by the desire to shield her husband's 
reputation and to avoid unpleasant publicity. 


S if comprehending my unspoken thought, she said: 
“Tom has been gone two months now, Mr. Fox, and each 
day this agony of suspense cuts deeper and deeper. I can 
find no peace anywhere. I keep seeing his body lying in 
some deserted place. Or I see him wandering helplessly 
about, as though he were lost and did not know what he 
was doing. It is a terrible feeling—it almost drives me 
insane at times.” She paused for a moment, and then con- 
tinued: “I have been doing everything I can possibly find 
to do about the house, in order to keep myself occupied. 
A few days ago I began an onslaught on the attic, thinking 
to get rid of all the useless things stored there. It was 
then that I came upon the book, in an old coat packed away 
with other worn or discarded clothing. It gave me a shock. 
Who was this woman whose picture was in my husband's 
pocket? Did she have some connection with the awful 
thing that had happened? It bothered me; I couldn't get 
it out of my mind. Then I thought that perhaps God had 
ordained that. I should find the picture—that it might prove 
to be a clue——" 
I took another look at the picture. 
held my gaze. 


Something caught and 
I was sure that I had never actually seen 


among cakes of ice by some boys on New Year's Day. 

And then I looked up the date of the disappearance of 
Thomas Monroe. It was December 28th. 

I said nothing to Mrs. Monroe of the discovery I had 
just made. I wanted time in which to. assemble facts and 
suspicions into some sort of working plan before I men- 
tioned them. The discovery might mean nothing at all, of 
course. On the other hand, it might be of the utmost 
importance. 

So far as I was concerned, the present interview was at 
an end. I believed that the woman had given me all the 
facts that were in her possession. 

After a moment more, Mrs. Monroe quietly arose. I 
noticed that her hands were clenched until the knuckles 
protruded like tiny white marbles. Her voice was steady 
and determined when she said: 

“If Tom loved another, and chose her in preference to 
me, I shall have nothing more to say, because I—I loved 
him that way, Mr. Fox. But I must know! You under- 
stand, do you not? And if his life has been taken—that, 
too, I must know. It is this uncertainty that is killing me!” 

Then she turned and walked rapidly out of the office. 


B* this time I was seething with interest in the case. I 
read everything I could find in connection with the 


finding of the woman's body in the river at Toledo. Her 





"FIGHTING against the black tide about to swallow me, I made a 
desperate lunge forward with my whole body, at the same time 
drawing my gun. I butted the maniac under the chin with my bleed- 
ing head, and backed him against the bie hedge. 


“Then, with almost unbeli 
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that woman, but there was something strangely familiar 
about her features—something reminiscent about the crooked 
little smile that held me for the moment fascinated. 

I do not know what it was that prompted my next ques- 
tion, unless it was an attempt on the part of my subconscious 
mind to collect certain half-forgotten facts into a more or 
less definite idea. I wasn't aiming, consciously, at any cer- 
tam thing when I asked: "How long have you and Mr. 
Monroe resided in Cleveland ?" 

“Less than a year," the woman answered. “Tom was 
transferred here from the Toledo office the first of 
August 

Toledo! And then I knew! I drew out a scrap-book in 
which I kept newspaper cuts of missing persons, descrip- 
tions of suspects being sought in connection with various 
crimes, and photographs of criminals for whom a dragnet 
was being thrown out. 





I CAME across the picture of a woman whose body had 
been fished out of the Maumee River near Toledo. It tal- 
lied with the picture brought me by Mrs. Monroe. The 
coroner's jury, it seemed, had given a verdict of suicide, 
but the police were not entirely convinced that it should not 
have been murder instead. The bruises on the woman's 
head might have been the result of striking the rocks as 
she fell, but the police held that they were such as could 
have caused her death before she had been thrown into the 
river. 

And the date upon which the body had been found 
was two months previous!. It had heen found floating 


name, I found, was Ruth Eastland, and she had been a 
prominent figure in the industrial life of the city because 
of her active interest in welfare work, particularly among 
the young girl workers. The picture Mrs. Monroe had 
brought me had, without doubt, been cut from some factory 
publication such as most industrial plants put out at regular 
intervals. 


H4? an intimate friendship existed between Ruth East- 
land and Thomas Monroe while the man lived in Toledo ? 
And had something, or some one, interfered in that friend- 
ship and caused Monroe, in a fit of jealous anger, to do 
away with the woman, afterward committing suicide? Or 
had there been a third party interested to the extent, per- 
haps, of taking the lives of both and thus ending the ill- 
starred friendship ? 

Or was it mere coincidence that the woman had either 
taken her own life or been murdered in one city, while on 
practically the same date the man, in another city, had 
either lost his life or voluntarily made dramatic exit in 
some other way? 

Might not the presence of the woman's picture in the 
man's pocket be explained by mere impersonal interest in 
and admiration for the achievements of a co-worker and 
fellow-citizen? As salesman of life insurance policies in 
which, under the group insurance plan, many of the fac- 
tories had interested themselves, it was not unlikely that 
he had met Ruth Eastland purely in a business manner and 
that, having come across her picture in a magazine, he had 
preserved it out of friendly interest alone. 
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I felt that the first thing to do was to investigate Mon- 
roe’s life in Toledo. 

This lapping back had, I learned, been pretty thoroughly 
done by the police and their detectives when the search for 
Monroe was being pushed. Apparently nothing damaging 
to the man’s reputation had been dug up. His business ac- 
counts had all been straight and his ability as a salesman had 
been such as to win him promotion. 

However, in my lone prowlings I came upon a surprising 
as well as significant thing. Thomas Monroe had had a 
secret. That secret was ten thousand dollars’ worth of se- 
curities, which had been deposited with a large trust com- 
pany in Toledo and were, evidently, being held in trust for 
some person, relative or otherwise. 

I managed an interview with the president of the 
company and found that he was greatly concerned over 
the matter. He seemed glad to talk with some one 
about it. 

“The fact is, Mr. Fox,” he confided, 
“Mr. Monroe had just secured ten thou- 
sand dollars on those securities at the time 
of his disappearance. The se- 
curities are, of course, worth a 
great deal more than the 
original ten thousand—they 
have accumulated 
dividends  through- 
out the seventeen 
years they have been 
held by our com- 
pany until they 
have practically 
doubled themselves. 
This was the first 
occasion upon which 
they- had, in any 
way, been made use 
of by Mr. Monroe. 
He offered no defi- 
nite explanation 
either for this call, 


Would Nina Lee 
recognize him? 


saying only that it was an 
urgent need, and that he hoped 
to be able to replace the loan 
within a reasonable time." 

"And these securities, Mr. Pitman—you have no knowl- 
edge as to whom they will eventually go?" 

Mr. Pitman then showed me the memorandum that accom- 
panied the securities. It was signed by Thomas Monroe, 
and read as follows: š 


In the event of my death occurring before March 31st, 1926, 
the securities shall become the property of one Nina Lee Mon- 
roe, 19 Oak Terrace, Detroit, free from all restrictions, the 
day following above-mentioned date. 


"And this is the last of February," I commented. 

Mr. Pitman nodded.. “I am glad that you came, Mr. Fox. 
I feel that you should have the complete facts. Bound to 
secrecy as we are with regard to all our clients' affairs, I 
should not have deemed it within the rights of our com- 
pany to disclose these facts without such an inquiry as 
yours. Mr. Monroe's death has not yet been made an es- 


tablished fact, you understand." 



































“Thank you, Mr. Pitman. I am exceedingly interested 
in the case myself," T told him, “and if it is at all possible to 
clear the thing up, I mean to do so." 
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I left him then to take up the trail of the mysterious Nina 
Lee. Who and what she was, or what relation she bore to 
the missing Thomas Monroe, I hadn't the slightest inkling. 
She might be an ex-wife, a sister, or even a daughter, since 
she carried the family name. I had a hunch that the wife 
of Thomas Monroe—the woman who had engaged me to 
ferret out the mystery of her husband’s disappearance— 
had no more knowledge of the existence of said Nina Lee 
than I had. So I did not consult Mrs. Monroe on the matter, 
but proceeded at once to Detroit. 

But before leaving Toledo, I made every possible effort 
to learn if there had been any known íriendship existing 
between Thomas Monroe and Ruth Eastland. I failed, how- 
ever, to find a single person who could say with any assur- 
ance that the pair were even acquaintances. 

On that angle I was puzzled, but I did not discard the idea 
that the two cases were in some way connected. I set it 
aside for future consideration. And now that another 
mysterious person had entered the picture I found myself 
floundering in a Sea of possibilities. Eventually, I felt, I 
would come upon a thread of 
evidence strong enough to 
haul me to the shore of a 
solution, although one can 
never be sure of anything in 
a case like this. 

Nina Lee Monroe was not 
hard to locate—that is, I had 
no difficulty in finding her 
number on Oak ' Terrace. 
The house was one of old- 
time grandeur and seemed to 
have stood, at an earlier day, 
in solitary splendor, sur- 
rounded only by the well- 
kept grounds of a beautiful 
country place. Now it was 
on the edge of a new real 
estate development. 

A maid answered my ring, 
but when I asked for Nina 
Lee Monroe she gave me a 
queer look. Nina Lee was 
not at home, she said. The 
sight of my badge seemed to 
throw the girl into a state of 
nervous fear- and she 
slammed the door in my face. ` 

But I was there to learn 
something of Nina Lee Mon- 


| 

| 

roe, and I was not to be | 
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thwarted in my errand. I 
rang again, determinedly. 
The door was answered this 
time by a buxom, middle- 
aged woman, who peered at 
me searchingly through 
thick-lensed glasses. Her 
manner indicated great agi- 
tation. 

“Nina Lee is seeing no one 
to-day,” the woman stated 
flatly. “But you can state your business to me. I am house- 
keeper here, and Nina Lee is in my care.” 

She led me into a small reception room to the left of the 
main hall and closed the door behind us. She did not 
offer me a chair, but stood waiting, giving me to understand 
that the stating of my business need not take many minutes. 
. "L am making an attempt to find the whereabouts of a Mr. 
Thomas Monroe," I said, “and the hunt has led me to this 
. place. If you will be so kind as to inform me what relation 
Nina Lee Monroe bears to Thomas Monroe, it may help in 
solving a mystery.” 


one of them. 
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She gave me a long, hard look. 

“It’s not for me to say what relation he snay or may 
not be to Nina Lee. Is that all you want to know?” 

The woman, of course, had exactly the information I 
needed. But she was excited and thoroughly unmanageable. 

I pulled out a heavy black cigar and lit it. Then I settled 
myself comfortably in a chair. Seeing that I meant to stay 
until she was ready to talk, the woman studied me intently 
for a long moment. At last she spoke in a frightened, un- 
certain voice. 

“If you are really a detective, maybe—maybe you will 
help us. There’s a strange man prowling about the garden. 
I'm almost certain he's trying to kidnap Nina Lee. She's 
out for a ride, thank God! "There's nobody but women 
here, and we're scared to death. Oh, I ought to have called 
the police long ago, but I don't know what to do——” 

Satisfied that the woman was speaking the truth, I hur- 
riedly followed her through the back hall, and then went 
alone into the garden. I poked about and searched and 
listened. But I heard nothing and saw nothing. I was 
about ready to kick myselí 
for wasting time here when 
my attention was attracted by 
the figure of a man who was 
approaching the garden by 
way of the graveled drive- 
way. He was of medium 
build, thin-faced, his clothes 
torn and dirty. He walked 
with a peculiar lurching gait, 
as if unable to maintain 
proper balance. In some 
ways his walk resembled that 
of a drunken man, and yet it 
was unlike that, too. 

I noticed that a curtain at 
a window on the upper floor 
was quickly drawn aside. 
Then I saw the face of the 
housekeeper framed in the 
window. She gave me a 
quick nod and withdrew. 

And then, without warning, 
I was engaged in a battle 
with a human whirlwind. 

With a sudden lunge the 
man was upon me; the 
weight of his body was 
catapulted against me with 
such force as to set me rock- 
ing uncertainly on my feet. 
My hand had been on my 
gun as the stranger ap- 
proached, but his unexpected 
attack took me by surprise. 
Before I knew what was 
happening, he had produced 
a heavy club írom under 
his coat and had dealt me a 
fearful blow on my head. 

I felt dizzy for a second, 
and staggered, but I saw the 
next blow coming. and managed to dodge it. 

I then aimed a straight, thrusting punch at the man's 
jaw and, as it crashed home, saw him stagger back.on his 
heels. He tottered for an instant and his knees sagged 
slightly. But he quickly recovered his balance, and, with 
a peculiar, bellowing sound, rushed forward, the club raised 
with murderous intent. 

I fully believed by now that [ was pitting myself against 
an insane man. We were about evenly matched in size and 
weight, but I quickly found that my own ring-trained 
sparring ability was up against the (Continued on page 88) 
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The Hold-Up of the Kansas City Express 


(Continued from page 50) 


all of the boys had ignored the rule for so 
long that it had become a dead-letter.” 

"Dead-letter, huh!” snorted Flynn. 
“Pretty convenient tuh have it open last 
night, wasn’t it?” 

It was then that the import of “Wise 
Charley’s” interrogations broke on Max- 
well. His face flushed. His fists clenched. 

“My God, man,” he gasped, rising again, 
“do you mean to insinuate that I had any 
part in it?” 

Flynn laughed uproariously: “Insinu- 
ating? Why, my young bucko, haven't I 
made myself clear? Of course, I think 
you had a part in it. Damn it, I know 
you had a part in it." As Maxwell, hectic 
with rage, stepped toward him, he changed 
his tone to one of wheedling advice. 
“Come across now,” he counseled; “tell 
the truth! Help us get the money and it'll 
go easier with you.” 

“You go to hell!” yelled Maxwell. 

Flynn laughed again, but it was grimly 
this time. 

“Take him away until he cools off!” he 
ordered, and two detectives took the 
express messenger to a cell. 

I waited in the corridor until they re- 
turned, then went into the jail. I found 
Maxwell sitting on the bunk, his head in 
his hands, the picture of utter dejection. 
Something about his appearance there con- 
vinced me of his innocence. He hadn't 
observed me leaning against the bars of 
his cell, so I asked: 

"Anything I can do for you, Roy?" 

He rose to his feet and looked at me 
with a scowl. When he saw that I wasn't 
one of the detectives, his expression 
changed to hopelessness and he asked: 
"Who are you?" 

I told him that I was a reporter for the 
News. Again his countenance reflected 
suppressed anger as he retorted, bitterly, 
“T have nothing to say." 

"[ haven't asked you to say anything, 
Roy; I just asked you if there was any- 
thing I could do." 

"No," he replied, “but I'll make that 
damned Flynn pay for this!” 
Involuntarily, I 
1» 

He heard me. He had been pacing his 
cell, and his back had been turned. But he 
wheeled and faced me. “What's that?” 

“I mean it, Roy,” I said. “In the first 
place, I don’t believe you had anything to 
do with the robbery, and, in the second 
place, I'm aching to see that wise boy 
taken down a notch or two.” 


exclaimed: “I hope 


so 


My sincerity must have carried convic- 
tion. Hope was in his face. 

“Well, say," he responded, “maybe you'll 
be my friend after all.” 

“Sure, why not?” was my reply. 

“Listen! Go to my place and tell my 
mother all about my trouble,” seid Max- 
well. “Tell her, as you told me, that you 
don't believe I did it—it'll be better than 
to have her see it in the paper in cold 
type, and these muttonheads won't let me 
get to a phone." 

“You bet I——" 

“Say!” a voice bellowed down the cor- 
ridor. I turned. It was Flynn. “Get 
away from there or I'll lock you up, too!” 


OBEYED, but with a smiling face— 

just to irritate him—and I went to Roy 
Maxwell's home. It was a modest little 
cottage sitting on the outskirts of the 
city—a home that he was buying out of 
his salary to provide for his mother 
against the time that he might want to 
marry. 

It was a painful task, the one I had vol- 
unteered. How could I tell his mother of 
the sorry scrape that he was in? When 
she responded to my rap on the door I was 
almost trembling with nervousness, but 
when she appeared, I was reassured. She 
wore a clean housedress, her graying hair 
pretty and becoming, and she was smiling. 

"Won't you come in?" sh. invited hos- 
pitably, after I had told her my name and 
that I was a reporter. “Won't you have 
some lemonade? I made it for my son, 
Roy. But he didn't come home. I guess 
he had to go right out, back on his run 
again." 

Knowing that I was about to break her 
heart with my news, I couldn't accept the 
lemonade. 

"Mrs. Maxwell" I began, and some- 
thing in my voice or countenance must 
have presaged unwelcome tidings. 

"My son, Roy—he's not hurt?" 
cried, agony in her voice. 

"No," I replied, wondering how much 
better for him it might be if he were. 
“His train was held up and his car robbed, 
and the fool police captain has arrested 
him for it.” 

Instead of fainting or becoming hyster- 
ical as I feared she would, the mother, 
who showed she had a Spartan strain in 
her, remained cool The knuckles of her 
hands whitened as she gripped her chair. 
'Then she exclaimed, and there was family 
pride in her voice: 

“Well, thank God, he didn't do it. 
not in the breed to do that. 
iunocent." 

I was surprised at her calmness, yet I 
admired her for it. 

“No, Mrs. Maxwell, he didn't," I replied. 
"[ know he didn't and I am going to do 
allin my power to prove that he didn't. 
Also, I am convinced that my paper will 
do all it can along the same line." 

There was maternal yearning in her 
eyes when she exclaimed that she wanted 
to go to him. But when I told her they 
wouldn't let her see her son, if she did, 
and that it would only make Roy feel 
badly if she. were refused, she agreed to 
wait until the next day. I went back to 
the Police Station. 

I looked over the desk sergeant's report 
in search of news for my paper, but I 
found only a few petty items—among 
them the complaint of two wives that 
their husbands had disappeared. While I 
was looking at the names and wondering 
whether the coincidence of the two miss- 
ing husbands was worth a paragraph in 
the News, Flynn, unseen by me, ap- 
proached the desk. He coolly took the 
sheet from under my eyes and with a sar- 
donic chuckle started toward his office. 

I gritted my teeth, but said nothing. 
The idea that somehow I was going to get 
even with him obsessed me. 


she 


It's 
I know he is 


When I went out to supper a little later, 
I made my way to a cheap restaurant not 
far from the Police Station. 

There were three vacant tables and I 
chose one near the wall. While I was sit- 
ting there, waiting for the waiter to bring 
my order, two girls came in and sat at the 
table near me. ‘They were silent for a 
moment; then one of them asked the 
other : 

“Hear about Clint Billings duckin’?” 

“No,” was the reply. 

I paid little attention. Some sordid in- 
cident, I thought—it meant nothing to me 
until—— 

“Yeah,” said the girl, “Clint Billings 
just vamoosed—left his store, and his 
wife, and everything. Never said a word 
to anybody about it; didn't take any 
money, his wife is telling the folks, but 
took plenty of grub and tobacco." 


eee Og significant here—a busi- 
ness man  decamping, leaving his 
business and wife, taking no money, but 
plenty of groceries and tobacco. Maybe 
I could get a good story out of it. I eaves- 
dropped closely, as they went on talking. 

I was quick to make a note of that name 
— Clint Billings. Then I caught this: 

"Wife thinks he's gone huntin' and fish- 
in' down river." 

Hunting and fishing—down river—two 
other missing men—the three men at the 
gunsmith's. Coincidence? Maybe not! 

Leaving the restaurant, I went to a 
near-by drug-store, where I borrowed the 
city directory and found that Clint Bill- 
ings had a grocery store near Fort 
Harrison, in the southern edge of the city, 
and on the banks of the Mississippi River. 
I then returned to the Police Station and 
called my managing editor. I asked to be 
relieved for the night. 

"Sure," he said. 
Rogers down." 

"Please stay in the office until I come," 
I requested. “I want to see you." 

When I got to the city room he took 
me into his private office and I told him 
about the conversation I had overheard 
between the two girls. I also informed 
him of the police report concerning the 
disappearance of two married men. With- 
out a word he picked up his desk phone 
and ordered the operator to connect him 
with Rogers at Police Headquarters. 

"Rogers," he said, when the connection 
had been made, "two married men were 
reported missing this afternoon. See Ser- 
geant Boyd; get the names and descrip- 
tions of the missing parties and then phone 
them to me as soon as you can." 

As he hung up, he turned to me. 

"[ don't believe there's more than one 
chance in a thousand that you'll stumble 
on to anything, but at that, it's worth try- 
ing." 

I had waited perhaps twenty minutes, 
when the phone rang. The Boss answered 
it He listened a moment and then handed 
the receiver to me. 

"Here," he said, "Rogers has the stuff 
for you." 

I took the receiver in one hand and a 
pencil in the other and wrote as Rogers 
gave me the report. 

"One's name is Clarence Tarpley, fore- 
man of the Cherokee River Stave Factory. 
He didn't go home at all last night, or the 
night before. Weight, one hundred fifty- 


"IH send Walter 
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necessary elements to take its place— 
hence gives natural shade. The formula 
is called Mary T. Goldman's Hair Color 
Restorer after its woman discoverer. 
Simply dampen a comb in this amaz- 
ing liquid—clear and colorless as water 
—then run it through the hair. That's 
all. In 10 minutes you are through. 


Touch only certain parts or the 
entire head, it makes no differ- 
ence. You can almost see the 
original color creep back, so 
quickly does it work. Streaks dis- 
appear... gray vanishes. 


If auburn, your hair reverts to an 
burn. lí black, black it will be. Tests 


larg J Gàldmariy 


Hair Color Restorer 
Used by Over 3,000,000 Women 


Then simply comb 
this water-like liquid 
through your 
Clean . . . Safe. 


7 or 8 minutes, 
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hair. 
Takes 


Arrange hair and watch 
ape e gradually creep 

back. Restoration will be 

perfect and complete. 


by world's scientists prove this true. No 
need now for crude, messy dyes judged 
dangerous to hair. They are noticed by 
your friends. This way defies detection. 
Nothing to wash or rub off, 


Test it free 


You'll be amazed and delighted at what 
this scientific way will do. Please test it 
free by sending coupon for free test. I 
will send you a free sample of Mary T. 
Goldman's Hair Color Restorer. You 
snip off a single lock of your hair and try 
it first on that. You see exactly what re- 
sults will be. Thus take no chances. 
Which is the safe thing to do. 


Or go to your nearest drug store and 
get a bottle. A few cents’ worth is suf- 
ficient to restore your hair completely. 
If not delighted your money will be re- 
turned, Do not delay a day. 
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FREE TEST 
Takes One Minute 


Mary T. Goldman, 
1300-L Goldman Bldg., St. Paul, Minn. 


' 

i 

1 Please send your patented Free Trial 
| Outfit. X shows color of hair. Black........ 
| dark brown......medium brown........ auburn 
p (dark red) light brown....light auburn 
i (light red) blonde........ 

I 

1 

I 

I 

I 

! 






Name... 





Btreet........—. 





City... SS Se (HP — 
Please print your name and address 
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" Six Months Ago 
All I Got 
Was Sympathy” 


HY Ruth, what in the world has happened 

to you?” 
Frances Knight hadn't seen me for six 
months. We were chums until she married and 
moved away. Atthat time I was on the verge of a 
breakdown. All my friends felt sorry for me. I 
was always tired, always weary, always despondent, 
My nerves were worn to a ragged edge. My head 
ached, my back achel, every bone in my body 
seemed to ache, All I got was sympathy—and 
advice. 

Naturally I tried everything that sounded rea- 
sonable. 1! took tonics, pills and powders until I 
was a walking drug store. Still, at that, my entire 
od condition was that of an old woman. 

hough I was seldom really sick enough to call a 
physician, yet I was always so tired, so worn out. 

Then one day I heard someone refer to me as 
having “one foot in the grave!" What a shock it 
was to hear that! How angry f felt! I decided then 
and there to find "tbe way out." How well I did 
can be seen by just looking at me, 

My secret is simply that of Annette Kellere 
mann's methods! I read, in a magazine, of Annette 
Kellermann's life—how she, who is called the 
world's most perfectly formed woman, was once 
practically a cripple; puny, ailing, always sickly. 

The story of how she dragged herself out of misery 
and actually made of herself the lovely, healthy, beautiful 
woman she is, gave me new hope and new faith. I wrote 
to her for her book, “The Body Beautiful," which 
describes her methods, To that little book, I can truth- 
fully say, I owe the wonderful health and exuberance 
of spirit that is mine today. 

iss Kellermann is now anxious to give every woman 

. the benefit of her simple 15-minute-a-day system and 

invites you to write a letter or mail the coupon below 

for new free *"The Body Beautiful." And you 

can judge at your leisure whether or not you can afford 

to miss this opportunity to make a “new woman” of 
* yourself, as over forty thousand women have done. 

Jase address Annette Kellermann, Suite 399, 225 West 

9th St.. New York City. 

ANNETTE KELLERMANN, Suite 399 

225 West 39th St., New York City 

Dear Miss Kellermann : 


Kindly send me, entirely without cost, y P 
book “The Body Beautiful.” I am particularly ine 
terested Body Building 0 Weight Reducing 


; 


S.HARRISON BROS: Dest 341 133 W.2I ST; NEW YORK 
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six pounds; blue eyes; chestnut hair; 
twenty-eight years old; about five feet 
ten. The other fellow’s name is Russell 
Hite. He is employed at the Superior 
Bottling Works, twenty years old; blue 
eyes; light brown hair; about five feet 
ten.” 


HEN I compared those descriptions 

with the ones given me by the gun- 
smith, but I could not reach any definite 
conclusion. It certainly was not a hearten- 
ing comparison. 

“What do you make of it?” the manag- 
ing editor asked. 

“Nothing,” I replied as I showed him 
Rogers’ report. 

He read it and then asked about the 
descriptions the gunsmith had given me. 
At last he observed: “Billings may be the 
chap who bought the shells. But even if 
he is, he may have had nothing to do with 
the robbery. Perhaps he was up on the 
track trying out his shells before he 
started on a hunt.” 

“No,” I interrupted. “Those shells were 
freshly exploded when I picked them up. 
I could still smell the burnt powder.” 

“We'll take no chances,” he ordered, 
“Go out to Billings’ place and see his 
woman; see what she has to say.” 

It was the usual Southern grocery, half 
store and half grog-shop. The front door 
was locked, so I went to the side entrance 
and knocked. A woman whose slattern 
appearance made her appear to be thirty- 
five, although she was probably not more 
than twenty-seven, answered. She was 
garbed in a mother-hubbard and wore 
loosely fitting slippers, but no stockings. 

“Mrs. Billings?” I asked. 

“You're speaking to me, brother. 
d'yuh want?” 

"Im looking for your husband; where 
is he?” 

“Lawzee, I ’clare I don’t know!” she ex- 
claimed. “Wisht to the Lord I did—the 
no-good white trash! I'd like to wring 
his neck.” 

A bright thought struck me. 

“Say,” I said. “I’m a reporter for the 
News. I met him up-town several days 
ago and we were talking about hunting. 
He seems to be quite a hunter, so I just 
thought I'd come out and get a story for 
the Sunday paper on the hunting down 
river.” 

“You're just the feller I want to see,” 
she replied quickly. was just fixin’ to 
go down to the newspaper and put in a 
notice that since he’s left my bed and 
board I ain't goin’ to be responsible fer 
any o' his debts." Then as if she half- 
regretted her statement, she added: 

“Clint’s been actin awful funny here 
lately. First, about three weeks ago, a 
young feller came here and they drank 
and whispered together. "Then the next 
day the kid—that's all he was—came back 
with another feller, and the three of 'em 
just sat and whispered. Clint acted like 
he was trying to chase trade away when a 
customer would come in—and he wouldn't 
let me stay in the room. Then the kid 
and the other feller began comin' every 
night. When I got after Clint about the 
way they carried on, he told me they was 
friends of his'n and they was planning to 
go fishin’ down the river. It wasn't long 
after that when Clint had a shanty-boat 
brought down to the store landin'———" 


What 


I hardly let her finish her story. That 
was it! Why hadn't I thought of it be- 
fore? A boat! Down river! That was 
the only way the train robbers could have 
gotten away without leaving a trail. The 
woman talked on, but I wasn't listening. 
My mind was too active to hear her. 


BEAT it back to the office and told the 

managing editor. 

"Huh," he grunted. “Begins to look 
good. Rogers just called me. "Told me 
Flynn's got Maxwell in the sweat box 
again. Better go down and see what's 
going on." 

That was his way—I knew it—to tame 
me down, and I could have kicked myself 
for ever being excited. 

I found Rogers standing outside Flynn's 
office door listening. When he saw me, 
he stepped aside and I put my ear to the 
crack. ; 

“Yes, damn you!” I heard—I recog- 
nized Maxwell's voice—"I tell you I 
opened the safe door, They were stand- 
ing over me with two guns. I wasn't go- 
ing to get my head blowed off.” 

Then I heard Flynn’s sneering retort: 
“Yuh can’t make that stick with a jury, 
kid.” 

I stepped away and motioned to Rogers 
to follow me. He repeated all he'd heard. 

"We'd better go back to the pressroom 
and play ignorant,” I said. "He's just 
about done. Then ‘Wise Charley’ will call 
us in and tell us how good he is." 

We did and it wasn't fifteen minutes 
until a sop stuck his head in the press- 
toom door and tóld us the Captain-wanted 
to see us. 

“Well,” Flynn boasted, "I cleaned this 
job up in a hurry. This guy's confessed 
he opened the door of the safe for his 
pals. Want any more proof that I was 
right? That this was an ‘inside’ job?" 

I almost said something that might not 
look so good in print, but kept still, and 
“Wise Charley" went on. *He's just like a 
calf—give him enough rope and he'll hang 
himself." 

When I went back to the office, I found 
a note saying that the Boss wanted to see 
me. I went in. He was looking at a map. 

“If they stocked up in a houseboat,” he 
said, when he saw me, "they'd make Mor- 
gan's Point before they'd need anything. 
You get on the train and go down there; 
see if you can head them off.” There 
was a time-table on his desk, and I reached 
for it. "There's a train leaving at eleven- 
thirty," he said. 

I looked at the clock. It was ten min- 
utes of eleven—plenty of time. 

I reached Morgan's Point just at day- 
light. It was only a little way from the 
depot to the levee, so I walked down. A 
negro in a shanty was just getting up. 

“Seen anything of three men in a house- 
boat going down river?" I asked him. 

“Dun’t know, sah," he droned. “Ah jis’ 
got up. But thar was three fellers, white 
folks, stopped yestiddy and bought some 
coal oil and some cahds. Dey cut loose 
'bout dahk." 

“Thanks,” I said, flinging him a half 
dollar. 


GAIN I consulted the time-table. Hard 
luck! No train for at least two 
hours, and then only a local freight. But 
I ate breakfast, waited, caught the freight, 


and arrived at Muddy Point, Mississippi, 
about mid-afternoon. I went directly to 
the office of Sheriff Henry Cox. 

“I reckon,” he said after I had told him 
my story, "if they're comin’ down river, 
we may as well go meet 'em. I got the 
county's power-boat here.” He rose to 
go. 

“Wait a minute!" I objected. “I don't 
want to take any chances. I'm going to 
phone across river to Jaspertown.” 

“Good idea,” he agreed, “but we've got 
to hurry. If they left Morgan's Point last 
night, they'd ought to be here 'most any 
time. Here, let me do it!” 

He took the receiver from my hand and 
in a minute had warned the sheriff at Jas- 
pertown, Arkansas. 

I was standing in the door waiting for 
him when he hung up. 

"Got a gun?" he asked. 

“No.” 

“Well, you'd better strap this on.” He 
handed me a cartridge belt and a Colt’s 
forty-four, then picked up two rifles, and 
we started out. 

We met Deputy Tom Townsend, who 
was returning from serving papers, and 
the Sheriff ordered him along. 

Soon the boat was chugging up the 
river. The officers held her close to the 
Mississippi shore. From the moment they 
stepped into the boat, neither spoke a 
word. ‘They were man-hunters out after 
their prey. They looked it in their every 
watchful and alert movement. About 
seven miles up-stream we passed the Kate 
Lee with a string of grinning darky roust- 
abouts. at the rail on the lower deck. 

Then we saw a green shanty-boat ; a man 
on the prow was shoving with a pole to 
keep her clear of a sand-bar. Smoke was 
floating lazily from the chimney. 

“Overhaul her!” the Sheriff commanded, 
cold and hard, his eyes never leaving the 
green shanty. But he did shift his rifle to 
the crook of his arm. Then, a moment 
later: “I'll cover the guy outside.” He 
turned to me. “If they's any shootin’, 
kid, just drop to the floor. We'll ram 
her.” 





S we neared the houseboat, I was posi- 
tive that the man was Billings. He 
stood shading his eyes, watching our ap- 
proach, but there was no indication that 
it made him nervous or apprehensive. 

About twenty yards away, the Sheriff 
threw his rifle to his shoulder. 

“Up!” he commanded. “You're under 
arrest. Tell your pardners to come out 
grabbin’ stars or we'll ram ye!” 

The man's hands went up, consternation 
written in every line of his face. 

“Drop, boy!” the Sheriff shouted, and 
two rifles cracked. There was a yell of 
pain, and the Sheriff shouted, “Ram her!” 

The Sheriff had seen the barrel of a 
gun nose through the door. But he never 
flinched. Nor did he lose his footing a 
moment later when 

Crash! ‘The steel-shod nose of the 
power-boat hit the houseboat amidships, 
and in another instant Billings was 
dumped off into the water. 

One of the men came out, both hands in 
the air. The other came out, just one hand 
up. The other hung limp at his side and I 
could see a red spot on his shirt. The 
Sheriff had got him in the shoulder. 

They were taken aboard and Billings 








True Detective 


4 
[| 
LI 
Y 
[ 
P | 
Ei 
" 








GIVEN 


a seven day 












SS 


Tey thi W 
; to skin Math 


HAYE you tried SEMPRAY Compressed Cold 
Cream? It's a new way—a nicer, easier way 
to a lovely skin. SEMPRAY is a delightfully 
diferent cream—concentrated, then compressed 
into cake form and packaged in a dainty metal 
container—ever so much nicer to use—melts the 
instant it touches the skin. 
Send now for a seven day supply. Use at night. 
See how it cleanses, refines and softens the skin. 
Use asa powder base to enhance the naturalness of 
make-up. You'll agree with the thousands of 
lovely women who call SEMPRAY, "The secret 
of a skin that's always young." Stores every- 
where have SEMPRAY and SEMPRAY powder. 
Send coupon for generous supply. 


Mme. LaNore, SEMPRAY Salona, Dept. D. 
Grand Rapids’ Mich. Rend 7 day supple DEM 
PRAY and powder. 10: enclosed for packing and 
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_clean teeth, 

sweet breath and 
good digestion are 
equally important. 
WRIGLEY’'S does it. 





IS NOT NECESSARY 


You are only as old as 
you look! 


Wm. J. Brandt’s 
LIQUID 


EAU DE HENNA : 
Hair Color Restorer ~ | 


will cover hair in 10 to 30 minutes so that you would 
not know it ever was gray. It is liquid. One applica- 
tion with a toothbrush does it all. No pack. No mess. 

You get the natural color. No one will suspect 
your hair has been dyed. Leaves it soft and lustrous— 
no dead color—no streaks—no spots—just a uniform 


“ANYONE CAN PUT IT ON 


It will not rub off. It stays on several months. 
Shampooing, sea bathing, sun, permanent waving. 
curling—nothing takes it off. 

You can cover any gray no matter how stubborn 
or how caused. It also takes at the roots. You don't 
have to fuss around for a week. You get the color 
right away. 


1 
Wonderful For Touching Up 

You can put it on just where needed. Can be used 
over other dyes or where powdered hennas have 
been used. Does not break the hair. Does not 
interfere with permanent waving. 

Full directions enclosed. State color desired: 
Black, Dark Brown, Medium Brown, Light Brown, 
Drab, Blond, Auburn. Order through your dealer or 
from us. Cash with order, $2.50. C.O.D.$2.77. 


HAIR SPECIALTY CO. 


Dept. 524-K 112 East 23rd St., New York 





tlemen: Having tried many 
X. art I unhesitati 
mend “‘Maybelline’’ as the best. 
less, easy to apply, looks natural and its 
instantaneous beautifying effect is truly re- 
markable. Sincerely, Mary Eaton, 


ebrows and lashes 
luxurious. 


makes scant 
dark, long an 
the eyes appear I T, gepe and 
improvement will delight yos 
Maybelline may now ad in either solid form or 
waterproof liquid Term. Both f. 
harmless, being used larl: 
arts of the world. Either 
15c AT YOUR DEA 
CNET: e rem 
ELLINE E C0., 


appear naturally 
Instantly vite nsa 
more brillian 


50 Sheridan Rd., CHICAGO 


) Railwa a Mi nil Clerk ( ) Meat Inspector 


P.O.C ) Special Agent 
(investigator) 
Stenographer-Typist 
Immigrant Inspector 
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( ) File Clerk 

( EET 

( General Clerk 

( ) Chauffeur-Carrier 

( ) Skilled Laborer 

( ) Watchman 

( ) Postmaster 

() RFD Carrier 
Mr. Ozment, Dept. 497, St. Louis, Mo. 
Send me particulare about positions marked 

*'X''—salaries, locations, opportunities, etc. 


Restore the Color-- 
an nenned orlong, gitgray, 


to youthful enjoyment. 





Restores the 
naturalcolor, magnetic 
y” charm and loveliness to ean à 
hair in ONE 10N at home and, 
Ry you know, nothing so enhances your facial beauty as 
noms hair. Prepared by Monsieur B. Eaa, French 
air ae ba pag fat Composed of herbs, Henna 
and other fap inne = Varese DEM Not affected by oils, 
—previous dyes m CN hair tonics, waving, 
Turkish or sea baths, ill not stain scalp, rub or 
wash off. An absolutely permanent preparation, 
which 1 have sold to millions of ione — for 
12 years. 14 sha e” 
ite Henna for 


dark $2.25. Free 
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was fished out of the water. All were 
handcuffed and I was left to guard them 
while the officers fixed a line to the badly 
listed shanty-boat, which was towed to 
shore and tied. 

It was then that Billings spoke—the first 
words that had been uttered by any of 
the trio since they had been taken pris- 
oners. 

“What yuh want us fer?” 

“Train robbery,” was the calm, 
reply. 

After the shanty-boat was tied, the of- 
ficers searched it and found shotguns and 
ammunition, 
had picked up on the railroad track. 
no money! 

They were about ready to give up when 
the Sheriff told his deputy to get an ax. 
He had found a short board in the floor 
with an unrusted nail in each end. He 
chopped the board out and there were 
the sacks of currency—thirty thousand 
dollars. 

On the way back down-river, Billings 
was willing to talk about the robbery, but 
couldn't understand how they'd been 
caught. He admitted that he'd planned it ; 
that from his store, for months, he had 
watched that train, had seen it slow down 
and come to a stop at exactly the same 
place, had observed the express messen- 


laconic 


But 


gers as they stood in the open doors. He 

had “jist got tired o' his woman and 

wanted tuh duck, anyway." . 
“Me 'n these fellers,” indicating his 


“Easy Money” 


shells identical with those I, 


partners, “had been playin’ the ponies to- 
gether. We'd been losing and they were 
hard up. One night I told 'em how easy it 
would be to hold up th' train. We talked 
about it a whole lot, an' finally they said 
they'd join me. 

“I bought the shanty-boat and tied her 
up at my landin’, then got a rowboat and 
we pulled over to the Arkansas shore. We 
tied the boat under the bridge until we 
pulled the job off, then aíterwards we 
rowed back and swung down- -river in the 
shanty-boat." 

In the meantime, my managing editor 
had not been asleep. At Muddy Point, 
when we got back, we found a special 
agent of the express company and a 
burnet County, Arkansas, deputy sheriff 
with warrants for the arrest of the three 
men. 

I telegraphed my story, It was a scoop, 
of course, and that made me happy, but the 
supreme moment came when I got to the 
Station and gave “Wise Charley” the horse- 
laugh when he was compelled to release 
Maxwell—and don’t think that I didn't! 

I rubbed it in. I told him where I had 
got my lead—when he shooed me away. 
And to rub it in still further, the News 
printed, in minute detail, just how I, alone, 
had put it over Captain Flynn, the re- 
doubtable “Wise Charley." 

The trial of the three men followed over 
in Burnet County. They were convicted. 
Billings got fifteen years and the other 
two each got ten. 


(Continued from page 23) 


would be an investigation, but I would re- 
tain the confidence of the company, and 
Slim would never tell. Why should he? 
He had the $100,000 in cold cash! 

After a change of clothing I went at 
once to the depot and entered the express 
office with an air of innocence. The 
clerks looked up quickly, then bent back 
to their work without their usual greeting. 
Through an open door I looked into the 
inner office and saw a man in conference 
with my chief. The men glanced up as 
I walked in, but said nothing. Instantly 
I detected a chill in my reception. 


Finally the chief faced me slowly. 


| "What's the matter, Clark?" he said in 


a dry, strained tone. “You're late. We 
had to send a substitute on your run." 

"Sorry, but I met with an auto acci- 
dent," I explained. 

“Ah!” 

The exclamation came from the 
who had been 


man 
in conference with my 
chief. He turned to me and I stared in 
dismay. He was a Pinkerton detective, 
long in the employ of the company. Me- 
thodically he drew a paper from his 
pocket. “I am sorry, Mr. Clark,” he said 
pleasantly, “but I have a warrant here for 
your arrest.” 

My face must have paled, for my heart 
skipped a beat and my knees trembled. 
Under arrest—and so soon! 

“What for?” I managed to ask weakly. 

"You ought to know, Clark."- The 
chief spoke crisply as he shoved a news- 
paper at me and pointed out the great, 
black headlines. With staring eyes and an 
incredulous air I read the grim details of 


how a package containing $100,000 in cur- 
rency, consigned to the Old Colony Bank, 
St. Louis, had been stolen en route and a 
bundle of newspaper clippings substituted 
therefor. 

“T know 
hoarsely. 

“I am very sorry, Clark." 
voice trembled. 
from you." 

My eyes fell under his honest gaze, and 
a wave of vain regret and shame swept 
my soul. 

"Come on, Clark.” The Pinkerton man 
had spoken, and I arose and followed him 
with shuffling steps. 

I remained in jail but a short time, for 
friends with a loyalty that flailed my con- 
science like a whip’s lash, came forward 
with bail They stoutly voiced their faith 
in my innocence, and their fidelity en- 
couraged me to go to Helen. 


nothing about this" I said 
The chief's 
“T hoped for better things 


HE must have seen me coming, for, as 
was her wont, she came down the lane 

which ran from her father’s farmhouse 
to the road to meet me. But she did 
not run with eager, springing steps and 
welcoming arms. Her steps lagged wear- 
ily, and as she neared me my heart sank. 

“Helen! Sweetheart!” I cried, leaping 
forward to embrace her; but she drew 
back with a gesture of repulse. 

"Don't—don't touch me, Bill" she said 
chokingly, scorn flaming in her great, dark 
eyes. 

"Helen, listen to me,” 
"Surely you don't believe 
You don't think that I——" 


I pleaded. 
the papers. 


“Oh, God, why did you do it?” she in- 
terposed tremulously. “Why have you 
ruined my one remaining chance for hap- 
piness? Why have you—you—killed my 
love, Bill! God help me!” She covered 
her face with her hands and wept bitterly. 

“Helen, this terrible stuff about me isn't 
true,” I lied stoutly. “You'll find they 
can't prove a thing. I'll get my job back 
and then we'll be married. Helen, think 
of the joy that will be ours when—when 
the little one is here." 

"You know you are lying to me, Bill. 
You have been dissatisfied with your 
salary for a long time. I told you to be 
patient—that the increase would come 
aíter awhile. But now—now you have sold 
your soul—and I will never marry you!" 

"Listen, Helen," I exclaimed in alarm. 
“Won't you believe in me? Won't you 
suspend judgment until after the trial? 
Come, sweetheart, I love you more than 
ever. Won't you let me prove my love? 
Won't you let me marry you—even to- 
day ?" 

For a fleeting instant something like the 
old love-light shone in her eyes as she 
swept aside the tears. Then scorn blazed 
anew. 

“God forbid that any common criminal 
should father my child! I will go away 
alone, and alone suffer the disgrace you 
have brought me. My child shall never 
know the shame of your sin." 

She paused, breathing hurriedly, while 
my soul quailed under her stern gaze. 


“Now, go from me and may I never see 
your face again. Go!—and may God for- 
give you. I cannot!” 


She turned away with a choking sob, 
while I stood staring in dumb despair. Oh, 
what a miserable fool I was! I knew that 
Helen was proud. 1 ought to have known 
how she would take the startling news. 
She had seen through my mask oí deceit. 
She knew I was guilty, and the knowl- 
edge had killed her love. I confess with 
shame that I was always a moral coward, 
and then and there I acted the part. Had 
I been wise I would have confessed to 
Helen; I would have begged her forgive- 
ness and saved us both the black despair 
and tragedy that followed. 

“Don't leave me, Helen" I begged. 
“Stand by me and God knows I'll stand 
by you." 


ND bring me more trouble?" she re- 

torted bitterly. “No, I know you 
too well! Why didn't you stand by me? 
Why didn't you remain honest? Now it 
is too late. My father’s honored name 
shall never be linked to that of a criminal. 
Father does not know my condition. He 
shall never know. The disgrace would 
kill Him. Go, Bill—go!" she finished. 
Then, “don’t touch me," she cried as | 
attempted to take her hands. “I—I hate 
you!” 

Her voice broke and she turned from 
me again, her head bent and her whole 
body convulsed with the emotion of her 
agony. And I could only stand dumbly 
and suffer her to go. I leaned against the 
lane fence staring after her like one be- 
reft of speech or motion, while black de- 
spair swept my soul. I could not call her 
back. I could only stand and watch her 
pass out of my life forever. 

I do not know how I ever got back to 
town. The next few hours were largely a 
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IT’S WHAT THE YOUNGER 


CROWD THINKS ABOUT IT! 


OW the whole world 
talks the language of this 
younger generation, follows 
their fashions, plays their 
flashing games—and obviously 
takes their opinion on tobacco 
matters very seriously, for 
the younger set’s most favored 
brand is the largest selling 
quality cigarette in the world! 
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blank darkness in which my soul suffered 
all the pangs of hell. I realized all the bit- 
terness that was mine. I had renounced 
honor, the esteem of my fellow men, the 
trust of my employers and the faith of the 
woman I loved—all for the possession of 
sordid gold which I did not now possess! I 
had stolen that another might prosper on 
the forbidden fruit of my folly. 

But bitter as my sorrow was, the next 
day brought the final crushing blow. 
Hoping against hope, I went out to the 
Martin home to plead again with Helen. 
Her father met me at the door and in 
tears brokenly informed me that Helen 
had suddenly left home, leaving a little 
note saying she would not return. He 
could not understand—but J knew. 

During the days of torture preceding the 
trial I looked for Slim. He had com- 
pletely vanished, leaving no clue—and I 
cursed him wi.h all the vehemence of my 
torn soul. 

At last I stood before judge and jury 
and brazenly told my story. I had able 
counsel who proved that I was innocent of 
the theft. He pointed out how I had re- 
ceived the package of money and placed 
it in the safe. How the change was made 
to newspaper clippings could not be as- 
certained. Although I was freed of the 
charge, it is needless to state that I did not 
regain my old position, or the confidence 
of the public, and I realized that hence- 
forth I was a marked man. 

Broken-hearted and hopeless, I drifted 
West and sought in other fields to begin 
life anew. Vain effort. My spirit was 
broken. I could not hold a job. I fancied 
that every other man I met was a detec- 
tive. I believed that no one had any faith 
in me. 


And then one day from a friend I in- 
directly learned that Helen had gone on 
down the scarlet way and now wore the 
robes of shame and sin. I saw that, un- 
able to make both ends meet in the bitter 
battle for bread, she had yielded to the 
easy way. The shock of this news took 
what little manhood I had left. I drank 
to excess. I gambled recklessly—aye, I 
fell in with a gang of yeggs and stole to 
feed the hectic clamor of my. useless 
life. : 

Followed two years of this nightmare 
of life, then one day while perusing a 
Sacramento paper, my eyes fell on the 
name of Slim Ashley! With eyes of 
burning hate I read the article, which 
stated that Mr. Slim Ashley had added to 
his other enterprises by forming an irri- 
gation company to develop lands in the 
San Joaquin Valley. 

With a curse I threw down the paper, 
rose up in a blind rage and stormed about 
my room. The diriy cur! He was pros- 
pering on the money I had stolen! He 
was reaping a golden reward for his 
treachery ! 


I saw red. I swore vengeance. 
kill Slim Ashley. 


pay! 


I would 
Slim Ashley would 


Revenge! Thoughts of revenge eat 
the souls of men. Nothing will stand 
now between Bill Clark and his revenge 
upon the friend who played him false. 
October TRUE DETECTIVE Mys- 
TERIES prints the second and conclud- 
ing part of this stirring story that has 
a thrill in every line, and that finishés 
with a smashing climax that leaves the 
reader stunned. Don’t miss it. October 
a is on the news-stands September 
15th. 


A Very Mysterious Girl 


(Continued from page 46) 


fakers, beggars, panhandlers, 
without license—and just bums. 

Old Maggie was arrested, and she made 
the fight of her life. Every string that 
was possible to be pulled was played for 
all it was worth; and the underground “in- 
fluence” used, reached to the chair of 
the Governor himself. But there are some 
things that even politicians cannot aecom- 
plish. The grand jury indicted her, she 
was brought to immediate trial, and eight 
days aíter the case opened the jury 
brought in a verdict of guilty and she was 
sentenced to life imprisonment. 

And still no one had thought of bread- 
crumbs, and at the trial (at which I was 
a witness for the defense) bread-crumbs 
were not mentioned. Why? Because I 
didn't have the courage to mention them. 
My friends and my wife had laughed at 
me for it. I was really serious. I thought 
there was a reason why those bread- 
crumbs were there on the table by the 
dead man, and that that reason would quite 
possibly explain the mystery of why the 
murder was committed. I say, I thought 
that. As to whether the reason they were 
there, when finally revealed, did explain the 
murder, will be made known a little later. 


peddlers 


WENT to see Maggie before she was 
taken to the State penitentiary to be- 
gin serving her sentence, from which, as 


we all supposed, she was never to return 
—that is, all of us except Maggie. 

“TIl get out in a few months," she told 
me. “You watch me—I'll get out." 

“T don't know how you're going to do 
it" I replied. 

“I'm innocent, I tell you—that's why PI 
get out!" she retorted. “I don't know 
any more about who killed Farrell than 
you do!" 

“That all may be," I said. 
are you going to prove it?" 

She sat looking at the little barred win- 
dow pensively. Maggie's saloon was right 
then in the hands of receivers and finan- 
cially she was on the rocks. The money 
she had spent in connection with the trial, 
and one thing and another, had taken 
about everything she had saved over a 
period of perhaps thirty years of hard 
work and worry. She was facing a dark 
prospect in her old age, and I felt pity for 
her, for the reason that I believed more 
than ever that she was innocent More 
than that, she had done me some favors, 
and I hated to see a woman, over sixty- 
five years of age, in the hopeless position 
that she was in, having lost all her friends 
and with no one to turn to, to help her. 

"Maggie," I said at last, "do you re- 
member the bread-crumbs on the table 
by Farrell when you found him? Do you 


"But how 


remember my calling your attention to 


them?" 

"Bread-crumbs ?” 
quiringly. 

"Bread-crumbs," I repeated. “A little 
pile of bread-crumbs was there by an 
empty dish when you took me to the room. 
I've been trying to figure out ever since 
what they were for." 

She shook her head. 
Mr. Berns. At least, I don't remember 
'em. They may have been there, though." 
She forced a smile. "What's the idea?" 

"Nothing," I replied. "I was just won- 
dering what they might have been there 
for—dry bread-crumbs." 

This got no rise out of Maggie. She 
could see no connection between dry bread- 
crumbs and the íact that she was soon 
to start for prison where she would be 
held for life back of grey, forbidding walls. 
I had no reason for bringing up the subject 
either, except the fact that the thought had 
been on my mind from the first. 


She looked at me in- 


“T never saw ‘em, 


"YF there's anything I can do for you, 

Maggie," I said as I rose and took 
her hand to say good-by, “count on me. I'm 
going to keep my eyes open. Maybe 
something will turn up to give us a clue as 
to who that mysterious girl was and how 
Farrell came to be in her-room. [It's 
sure strange, but I'm not going to give up 
believing that we'll get to the bottom of 
it some day. Listen—do you think the girl 
killed him?" 

Maggie shook her head. "I don't think 
so, Mr. Berns. She wasn't that kind." 

“That, of course, is just your idea of it,” 
I suggested. “You say you never saw this 
girl before. That's what you said." 

"Right, Mr. Berns—that's what I said." 

"You mean that, don't you, Maggie?" I 
looked hard at her. 

"May God strike me dead if I'm lyin' to 
you!” 

Maggie's eyes blazed, and she seemed 
sincere enough. But still—lately I had 
begun to doubt, and as I left the jail that 
day, I asked myself whether, perhaps, I 
had been too prone to be prejudiced in 
Maggie’s favor because she had done 
favors for me. That is a human weak- 
ness, if one might call it that. 

As time went on, this latter thought 
strengthened. When a few weeks had 
passed I had concluded that it was just one 
of those cases where sympathy had played 
me false. After all, in figuring it out 
in cool judgment, it was simple enough. 
Farrell was Maggie’s avowed enemy. She 
had lured him to her place on some pre- 
text, and in a maniacal frenzy of rage at 
the things he had said about her, and about 
the place she ran (he had called that a 
particular name), she had crept up back 
of him, and before he knew what was hap- 
pening, had murdered him in cold blood. 

And yet, sometimes I doubted this when 
the thought oí that peculiar case entered 
my mind—which was quite often during 
the first two or three months that .fol- 
lowed. But as time went on, the memory 
of it faded. It became a thing of the past. 





EVERAL months later I was trans- 
ferred to the day shift. One sunshiny 
morning, almost a year after the mysterious 
murder of Farrell, I was turning the corner 
of Boone and Oak Streets when I saw a man 
dash out of Anthony Revillo's commission 
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How to Keep 
Hair Wavy 


By Edna Wallace Hopper 


My hair is ever wavy, fluffy and abundant. 
Yet I never have a Marcel wave. 

After every shampoo I 
apply what I call ny 
Wave and Sheen. Then Í 
comb my hair backward to 
make it wavy, and the 
wave remains. Those who 
want curly hair use curl- 
ers, and the curl will stay. 
Those who want a wave 
give it a finger wave. 
Those who have a Marcel 
apply Wave and Sheen to 
keep it. Those who want 
smooth hair use Wave and 
Sheen to maintain that 
smoothness. 

Whatever style of hair 
you like, my Wave and 
Sheen will enable it and 
And it gives the hair a beautiful glow. 
or woman who once employs my Wave 


keep it. 
No girl 
and Sheen will ever go without it. 

All toilet counters are supplying Edna Wallace 


Hopper's Wave and Sheen. The price is 75 cents. 
A guarantee comes with each bottle. I have never 
offered women anything more popular than this. 
I urge you to learn, at my risk, how much it means 
to your hair. Go order it today. 
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| long hallway, with me in hot pursuit. 
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house, which had just opened its doors for 
business. He fired a shot backward as he 
ran, and a man who dashed out after him, 
fired three shots at him in quick succession. 
Neither was hit, apparently, and an instant 
later I had taken up the chase that was to 
end in so melodramatic a manner that it 
even now hardly seems to be real, when I 
think about it—and the bread-crumbs. 

“Stop!” I yelled at the top of my voice 
—"'stop !" 

I called again and drawing my gun, fired 
into the air, but the fugitive kept right 
on without slackening speed. 

I knew those bottoms as well as he did, 
so we played hide-and-seek through the 
alleys, back yards, lumber yards, and old 
buildings, and in and out among traffic— 
but I want to say here that I carried my 
hundred and eighty-odd pounds with sur- 
prising speed. I was young then and a 
match for most anyone I met—and I guess 
he felt convinced of that before we got 
through! 

We hadn't gone far when I fired a second 
time into the air. I couldn't take aim, 
and what's more, I didn't want to kill him, 
for some reason. Was it instinct? What- 
ever it was, the man ahead of me finally 
realized he must get to some place of 
safety, or be caught, and he headed for 
his only stronghold—the old Carver House 
at the corner of Jefferson and Persimmon 
Streets, once one of the finest hotels in 
the city, but now the hang-out of crooks 
and thieves of every description. 

As soon as I realized he was making 
for this haven of refuge, knowing the 
ground so well, I took a short cut through 
an alley, aiming to beat him to the door, 
but he got there just ahead of me and 
darted up the steps, three at a time. I 
fired two more shots—this time, at him. 
One bullet shattered his left arm. Up and 
up he went, until at the top floor he 
whirled on me and fired three times, but 
missed. I fired again and his gun clattered 
to the floor. 


Quick as a flash he bounded down the 
'The 
hall was littered with rubbish, broken 
furniture, old iron beds and other kinds of 
junk. The chase was soon to end now, 
and that was sure. 

The airway dividing the Carver House 
and the building next to it, was about eight 
feet across, with windows on both sides 
where the hallway ended. For the mo- 
ment I thought I had him trapped, but he 
jerked the window up and with one back- 
ward glance at me, mounted the sill and 
leaped the chasm with the ease of a trained 
athlete. He landed in a room across the 
way as slick as if he had only performed 
the trick for my benefit, whereas, if he 
had missed, it would have meant death. 


I knew that I must not hesitate. Was I 
equal to that jump? Sixty feet below lay 
death—amid broken glass, crockery, old 
rubbish—the accumulation of more than 
half a century. The thought flashed 
through my mind that if I went down the 
stairs and came up on the other side, he 
would be gone. 


Making quick decision, I ran toward the 
window and put all my strength into a 
powerful leap. It carried me considerably 
farther than I had reckoned. I landed 
with a crash, clean through the window, 
taking the sash and all with me. In those 


days we wore tall helmets and this helped 
to save my "bean." 

I had him cornered now, and he was 
without a gun, but he was still a dangerous 
crook as he faced me with halí-closed 
eyes. Dut to tell the truth, in that instant 
I hardly saw him, for my eyes were fixed 
on something else that almost took my 
breath away. There on the table in front 
of me was a little pile of bread-crumbs 
and an empty bowl, and near them, cring- 
ing in a corner, was' a girl, who, even in 
the brief instant my eyes were upon her, 
I saw had a halí-starved look. Seeing my 
attention taken for what must have been 
no more than a split second, the crook 
made a dash for the window. 

I took quick aim and pulled the trigger 
only to find my gun was empty. He had 
mounted the sill and, turning, did a 
nervy thing—under the circumstances. He 
grinned at me sneeringly and said "You 
poor nut—it's empty !" 

Before he hardly had the words out of 
his mouth, I threw it at him, He dodged, 
but not low enough, and it struck him full 
in the face; he lost his balance, tottered 
giddily for an instant, then with a wild 
yell, pitched down sixty feet below. I 
turned. 

“Quick, officer—this way!” said the girl 
and darted out the door, I following her. 


OWN dark, foul-smelling stairs we 

raced to the dungeon-like ground floor, 
where we began frantically digging in the 
rubbish until we cleared enough trash 
away from the doorway leading into the 
court to allow me to get through, and there 
I found my late adversary breathing his 
last. 

“Sorry, old-timer,” I said as I tried 
to get him into a more comfortable posi- 
tion where he could end his sufferings, for 
he was far gone and I knew he could not 
live over a couple of minutes. 

The girl pushed forward and bent over 
him. 

“Quick, Pug! Tell ’im who killed Jim 
Farrell!” 

I knelt down beside him and raised his 
head. 

“What’s your name, brother?" I asked. 

“Pug.” 

“Pug what? What's your last name?" 

He shook his head, but made no reply. 

“Did you kill Farrell?” I asked, leaning 
near his ear, but he did not open his eyes, 
nor make a move. 

“I guess he's gone,” I commented to 
the girl, who was looking at him anxious 
and chafing his hand. 

“What's happened?" came a voice, and 
I looked up to see Jack Stewart, one of 
my brother cops, looking down at us. He 
had cut in on the chase, as I afterward 
learned, about a block from the Carver 
House, and had just caught up with us, 
all out of breath. He knelt down by us, 
and we both looked at poor Pug. 

"Did you hit him, Joe?" 

“Yes—and knocked him down from the 
window." I nodded up above. *Better call 
the ambulance, Jack. Maybe he'll last un- 
til we get him to the hospital." 

It was, however, a useless suggestion. 
Pug seemed to have heard what was said, 
for he raised his hand weakly and made 
us understand he wanted to say something. 

We leaned nearer him, and he whispered 
feebly: “I killed Jim Farrell—found him 


with Nell and I cut his throat, damn him! 
Where is she?” 


"Im here,” said the girl. “What is it, 


Pug?" 
“Nothin’. I just... good-by... ." 
The last word was a faint whisper, 


barely audible, and with it Pug's spirit 
fluttered out. 


ATER, back in the room to which I 
had led the girl, I asked her about 
the thing that was on my mind, and that 
had been on my mind so much in the past. 
“What are these bread-crumbs for—can 
you tell me?" 

“Yes—I eat them," she replied. 

"Eat them?" 

"Yes" She produced an old razor. “I 
shave the crumbs off with this and I eat 
them in milk. I live on bread-crumbs and 
milk—that's all I ever eat." 

“I see," I mused—"that explains it." 

She slumped into a chair and looked 
around the bare room dejectedly. 

"Now that he's gone, I may as well tell 
you." 

“Never mind,” I said. “You can tell it 
when you get to the Station House. Come 
along " 

I took her there, and later that day she 
was taken to Headquarters, where she 
made a full confession and- signed her 
statement, which was that Farrell had seen 
her some time previous to the day she came 
to Maggies Place—which was the day of 
the murder—and had taken a fancy to her. 
This was conceivable, as, in spite of her 
rather sickly appearance, she was attrac- 
tive-looking. But, as Maggie had said, 
she looked to have led a fast life. 

Her story was that Farrell followed her 
to Maggie's Place, and when Pug found 
him in her room, he didn't stop to ask 
questions but went after him to beat him 
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up. This may, or may not have been true; 
I am giving here what her signed con- 
fession stated. Anyhow (so her story 
ran) Farrell proved more than Pug had 
anticipated, and finding he could not draw 
his gun, and that he was getting the 
worst of it, he grabbed the razor Nell had 
been shaving bread-crumbs with and cut 
Farrell's throat. He then placed Farrell 
in the chair, leaned his upper body over 
on the table, and placed the bloody razor 
by him, to give those who found him the 
thought that he had committed suicide. 

As for Nell, her alibi was, in her story, 
that when she saw how serious the fight 
was getting, she grabbed a can of milk and 
some sugar and fled. 


HEN the wheels of justice were put 

in motion, old Maggie was freed, and 
so was Nell. To be truthful, bread-crumbs 
didn't actually solve the case, but at the 
same time I think the girl, Nell Saunders, 
knew the game was up when she saw me 
give that one look of astonishment when 
I caught sight of them there on the table. 
She knew that a little pile of them were 
left by Farrell when she fled the room in 
Maggie's Place, and I think that was why 
she was so frantic in her efforts to have 
Pug confess to me before he died, that 
he had committed the murder—to free her 
of the charge, which, otherwise, would 
most certainly have been made against 
her. 

It was just as well that Pug died, for he 
would have been sent to the gallows any- 
way. He had killed Revillo just before I 
took up the chase as he was being pursued 
by Revillo's assistant. He had held up the 
commission man at the point of a gun, and 
when he had resisted, had shot him and 
robbed him, the money—over six hundred 
dollars—being found in his pockets. 


What Happened to “Bubbles” ? 


(Continued from page 42) 


dressed very simply—danced well and was 
interesting. I was attracted to her use 
she seemed so different from the inary 
gold-digger. Never would accept presents. 
Always slipped home alone after we were 
"together, so I never knew where she lived. 
I came to New York two or three times 
to visit her and used to write her in care 
of General Delivery ——" 

"You gave her your right name and told 
her about your business connections," I in- 
terrupted, speaking in the same quiet, even 
tone. 

"When I knew her better. She seemed 
interested and—impressed. Said she was 
sorry I wasn't a poor man of her own 
class, I didn't tell her I was married— 
my home is in Kansas, and I thought I 
was playing safe, though I didn't believe 
for a minute she was—questionable.” 

“When did she start in asking you for 
money?” I asked. 

“I was back West for about three months 
—and we corresponded. She wrote that 
she was coming out to Kansas to see me. 
I told her she mustn't and admitted I was 
a married man. A few weeks later I re- 
ceived a letter saying she needed $10,000 
for a doctor’s bill. That floored me. I 
paid it. Then a demand for another 
$10.000 for the nurse. She said the nurse 


had heard her talking about me in her de- 
lirium, and so on and so on. Always some- 
thing else, and demands got bigger and 
bigger. The letters were mailed from dif- 
ferent cities—and she directed that the 
checks be made payable to different names.” 


LI started, the young man omitted 
nothing of the harmless flirtation 
which developed into such expensive fun. 
The girl had played her cards very skil- 
fully and with a subtlety which would 
have been a credit to a psychologist. She 
had penetrated beneath the mask of this 
self-assured business genius and found the 
boasting httle boy. The man who prided 
himself on “knowing women and their 
wiles" had succumbed to the first little 
gold-digger who pretended to love him "for 
himself alone." 

When he had finished, his lips were dry 
and his voice hoarse. I rose to my feet 
at once, glancing at my watch, 

"Come back to-morrow," I said cas- 
ually. “I don't anticipate much trouble 
with that young lady. Just forget her!” 

“But you don’t know her—don’t know 
where she lives—and I’m not even sure 
that her real name 1s Catherine Moran,” 
Jackson stammered, while an eager look 
flashed from his deep-sunken eyes. 
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True Detective Mysteries 


I laughed off his apprehensiveness, treat- 
ing the matter as a very ordinary affair. 
'The man had just about reached the end 
of his endurance, and I felt that I held 
his life in the hollow of my hand. It would 
not be easy to find Catherine, or Bubbles, 
as he called her, but while there is hope 
the impulse to suicide is held in abeyance. 
Gordon had done very wrong, but there 
was no reason why a brilliant young chap 


should be sacrificed to a vicious little 
“digger.” 
“That’s all right,” I assured him. “The 


young lady's methods are those of a vet- 
eran, and she’s probably well known. Just 
let me do the worrying for you—that's my 
job. Good-by." 

Though I spoke lightly and succeeded 
in conveying confidencé to my reluctant 
client, I knew that I had been handed a 
pretty tough nut to crack. 

Bubbles might be very well known along 
Broadway, her victims might be numerous 
—but there is one thing that men do not 
tell even their best friends, and that is the 
story of how they have been trimmed. Pride 
prevents it. Usually they will stand by and 
see the other fellow trimmed in turn, 
rather than confess that they have been 
suckers. 

I examined the canceled checks, which, 
at my request, Jackson had leít behind. 
They varied in amounts from $5,000 to 
$25,000, and had been cashed in New York, 
Pittsburgh, and Providence. 


N order to follow up the several persons 

who had cashed these checks for Bub- 
bles, I would have had to put my entire 
staff to work, for each one had been en- 
dorsed to a different person. Besides that, 
people are careless about cashing checks 
for strangers. Likely as not, we would 
discover that the persons who had obliged 
the cunning little blackmailer were mere 
acquaintances of hers, and knew nothing 
of her past life or of her present where- 
abouts. 

Speed was compulsory. It was absolutely 
necessary to discover who Bubbles was and 
where she lived, and to put the "screws on 
her" before the girl could carry out her 
threat to put the case into the hands of 
a lawyer. That would mean publicity and 
consequent disgrace for Gordon—and in 
that event I feared the worst for him. 

Gordon had admitted to me that he had 
written her several compromising letters. 
Those mushy letters! A mighty lot of 
trouble can be caused by a nickel's worth 
of ink. 

Around midnight I visited the private 
club where my client had first met Bubbles. 
My only disguise was a liquor-laden breath 
and an effusiveness which I assure you 
is quite contrary to my natural manner. 

The head waiter, whose gimlet eyes and 
hard, straight mouth contrasted grimly and 
grotesquely with his suave and urbane bow, 
came forward at once to meet me. 

“Alone, sir?” he queried, softly and sug- 
gestively. It isn’t the prima donna nor the 
premiére danseuse nor the manager who is 
the most important personage in a night 
club, as any owner will confess—it’s the 
subservient head waiter. 

“Yes, but I'm hoping to meet Miss 
Moran here,” I answered, somewhat fatu- 
ously. "I've an introduction from a friend 
of hers.” I flashed one of Gordon's per- 


sonal cards, inscribed with the open- 
sesame: “Introducing Jasper McNally.” 

Heavy lids, bordered with scanty, whitish 
lashes, hid the man’s eyes as he scrutinized 
the card. Then, like a flash, they were 
focused on me. With a slightly sardonic 
curling of his lips, he smiled: 

“Miss Moran is no longer seen around 
here,” he said quietly. “She was not one 
of our entertainers, you know—just a 
friend of Mr. Gordon's, whom he brought 
here." I knew the man lied, but did not 
dispute his statement. "Don't you want to 
meet one of our hostesses ?" 

"All right, I agreed, after an un- 
decided pause. "Since I'm here——" 


HILE he went after the girl, I 

watched the dance floor, on which a 
bevy of hard-faced, brazen-eyed ballet- 
dancers were prancing around like a lot of 
skinned calves. They were working ter- 
ribly hard to achieve vicious voluptuous- 
ness, but so far as I could see, only one 
other guest was watching the performance 
—and he was a rheumy-eyed old gent who 
was seated alone. 

In a few minutes the waiter-led up a 
wise-eyed little brunette who didn’t look a 
day over seventeen, but who had the 
assurance of a woman of thirty. 

"How about something to eat?" I sug- 
gested, as she seated herself opposite me. 

"I'm dieting, Big Boy," she said, and 
grinned, "but I'm no camel. Jazz music 
makes me thirsty and a glass of champagne 
is the best thing in the world for this kind 
of dryness." P 

“All right, but/T'm surprised that a litttë 
girl like you would drink anything 
stronger than lemonade.” I used the 
paternal tone adopted by “daddies” who 
seek out "Broadway babies." 

*Oh, I'm much older than I look," she 
retorted, with a giggle. "I'd hate to be 
ducked head first into all the wet I've con- 
sumed since I was twenty !" 

The “champagne” was ordered, and with 
dispatch there was brought to our table au 
ice-filled bucket, in the middle of which a 
gold-foiled, long-necked bottle proudly 
reposed. Our waiter served it with all the 
crea due to Veuve Cliquot or Epernay, 
but like the much-advertised entertainers 
and beauties of the club it was merely an 
imitation of the real thing—California 
wine charged with seltzer and raw alcohol. 


It was an "off" night and before two 
o'clock the place was practically deserted. 
Though I had tried to question my com- 
panion about Bubbles, I received only 
evasive answers. The hours were frittered 
away with cheap wit and wise-cracks on 
the part of my companion, who, I admit, 
worked pathetically hard to be enter- 
taining. 

All in all, I had made little headway in 
my investigation by the time we were 
joined by another of the “hostesses.” She 
was introduced to me as Ida Malone, and I 
knew at once that luck was with me at last. 
That was the name of Bubbles’ chum. She 
had been drinking not wisely but recklessly, 
her eyes glittered, and her words were 
muddled. 

“Say, listen,” she suggested. 
over to the Rabbit Hutch.” 

“That's a rotten hole, Ida," my first com- 
panion objected, shrugging. 

“Oh, you mind your own 


"Let's run 


business, 


Maisie,” Ida snapped angrily. “Want to 
come, Boy? ‘This place is deader than an 
empty bottle. You must see 'em dance the 
Black Bottom at the Hutch !" 

“Sure,” I said enthusiastically. 
too early to go home! Better come, too, 
Maisie.” I invited the first girl, though 
she had been so cagey in answering my 
careful questions about “Bubbles” that I 
had no desire to have her accompany me. 

“No, I've got to get home," she said, 
rising from the table. “I got to get up 
in. the morning and get my husband's 
breakfast at 7:30. Good night. Thanks for 
a nice evening. Come again. We'll take 
better care of you than Bubbles Moran 
would! Come on, Ida; get your wrap!" 

As they crossed the floor, I noted that 
the girl called Maisie was talking earnestly 
to Ida, who shrugged her shoulders and 
attempted a few slightly uncertain dance 
steps. I had almost decided that Bubbles’ 
former friend had been persuaded to stand 
me up, when she reappeared at the per- 
formers’ doorway, clad in an imitation 
sealskin coat. 


“It's far 


HOUGH tthe night clubs are fertile 

soil for blackmailers, I was very little 
inclined to believe that the owner of the 
place where I had spent the evening was 
responsible for Gordon's plight. Since 
the new license law went into effect, the 
New York City License Bureau, co- 
operating with the police and fire depart- 
ments, scrutinizes very carefully all appli- 
cants for licenses to run these places. 
However, there had been a very strong 
impression born in my mind that the head 
waiter and Maisie knew of Bubbles’ game 
and were protecting her. 

The Rabbit Hutch is a typical hide-away 
dive far over on the West Side, which very 
simply sidestepped the license bureau's 
investigation—by not applying for a 
license. A motley crowd was spending the 
dregs of a hectic night—mostly performers 
from other cabarets and a sprinkling of 
men and women in evening clothes. 

It was only after Ida had sipped her 
second absinthe, and was approaching the 
irresponsible stage, that I tentatively 
brought up the name of Bubbles Moran. 

“Gosh, what do you want to meet her 
for?” she mumbled viciously. — "She's 
nothing but a rotter. Say, if I wanted to 
squeal, I could say plenty. Look at this 
cat’s skin I’m wearing—” she plucked dis- 
dainfully at her mangy wrap—‘“and her 
wearing Russian sables! Say!” she went 
on, maudlin almost to tears, "I can under- 
stand a poor, uneducated kid goin' wrong, 


but that damn Bubbles is a college 
graduate, if you please. Good, rotten 
family. — Brother's same way! Met 


Bubbles through him . . . a bum... 
lives on Riverside Drive——" 

"Why, I believe I know him," I broke 
in. "Number 75, isn't it?" 

“Naw,” she snapped. “You donno 
He don’ live there a-tall. He lives farer 
up-town.” She mentioned a number which 
I mentally noted. "I've been in the dump 
myself. But what're we jawin' about that 
Bubbles for? She's a short skate, and if 
ever I started to blab, she'd find herself in 
mighty dirty water, I'm tellin’ you. Buy 
me another !" 

Ida was one of those elderly girls who 
predominate among the "hostesses" of the 
more blaring night clubs. Even in the dim 


‘im. 


True Detective Mysteries 


light of the Rabbit Hutch, her face looked 
hard and dissipated under bleached, 
scorched hair. She was furiously jealous 
of the more successful Bubbles, who had 
captured a juicy steak and decamped with 
it to feast alone. 


HOUGH I remained in the dive for 

another hour, I learned nothing more. 
However, I counted the night well spent. 
As Ida declared that she never left until 
6 A. M., I asked her to excuse me because 
I had to go to business, and it was nearing 
dawn. 

“Dawn! Huh, I never see dawn," she 
chortled with grotesque — impishness. 
“Never see daylight for zat matter. Pie- 
eyed when I leave here—somebody gets me 
home somehow. Wake when it’s dark, 
ready for another round.” 

At ten o'clock, as arranged, I met Gordon 
at my office. He was in a highly nervous 
state, but the confident manner in which I 
reported on his case had an evident effect. 

“Just go ahead with your work,” I 
advised him, "and leave everything to me. 
Answer the last letter demanding $10,000 
and tell the woman that you haven't that 
much ready money, but are taking steps to 
realize on some stock. You know how to 
word it, and be sure that it is in the tenor 
of your former letters. Just consider that 
this is a business deal and you are playing 
a shady customer who's trying to gyp your 
firm. Use your regular finesse. I may 
have to go out of town, but I'll keep in 
touch with you every day." 

At one o'clock I reached the number 
given me by Ida the night before. In my 
arms I carried a package of books which 
resembled a camouflaged parcel of liquor. 

'The building was an elaborate apartment 
house with a switchboard clerk to announce 
visitors and a wise-looking colored elevator 
man. Disregarding the young fellow at 
the board, I stepped into the car. Glancing 
with a half wink at my package, I slipped 
a bill into the elevator man's hand and 
asked him to let me off at Moran's floor. 
Instantly, he flashed a smile that displayed 
a set of teeth reaching from ear to ear. 

“Tt wouldn't supprise me if the gennle- 
men's not up yet,” he chuckled. “Big 
doin's last night.” 

In answer to my repeated ring, two men 
came to the door. Though both were still 
half intoxicated, they appeared to be ready 
for trouble. e only the upper half of 

eir bodies, tousled hair and elaborate silk 

, but there was an ugly look in 

ir bloodshot eyes. I imagined that the 

man peering over the shoulder of the one 

“who opened the door, had a gun in his 
hand. 


5 


E uen looking for Bubbles Moran," I said, 
with a smirk. “Is she at home?" 
"Never heard of her!” both men 
answered. The door would have been 
closed in my face had I not taken the 
precaution to put my toe in the opening. 
“Last year a friend of mine—Ernest 
Gordon, who travels for the Hughes Cor- 
poration—told me to look her up and E 
The sound of the elevator ascending 
caused them to start back and beckon me 
in. Then I saw that the second man really 
held a gun in his hand. 
“So many murders and robberies reported 
in the newspapers,” 
can't be too careful.” 
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Without apparently doing so, I was 
making a mental picture of the two men. 
Around the right nostril of the man who 
had opened the door there was a trace of 
glistening white powder. A “snow-bird!” 
If I could only hold them in conversation 
until the dope took a good hold, I was 
pretty certain to learn all they knew by 
cautious leading. Snow-birds flock to- 
gether; if one took cocaine, the other was 
sure to do likewise—I have never known it 
to fail. 

As guilelessly as the average would-be 
sport, who is a leading citizen at home and 
aspires to be a reckless rascal in the pur- 
suit of the forbidden pleasures of New 
York, I explained how Gordon had raved 
over little Bubbles and suggested that I 
look her up when I came Fast. 

"I didn't think of writing to her box in 
the General Delivery,” I explained. “I 
thouzht I would run into her at the night 
club. Ida told me where you lived, so I 
hac a hunch to look you up. I didn't want 
to talk about it over the phone." 

"Oh, that's different. I guess he's ail 
right, Dick,” the man with the gun re- 
marked, tossing his weapon on the table. 
"But we honestly don't know where 
Bubbles is. She went to Pittsburgh about 
three months ago. Ever go there?" 

"Yes. That's the real paradise of the 
gold-digger," I said, and grinned sheepishly. 
The man addressed as Dick looked at me 
sharply. I continued: "It gets lonesome 
on the road, and I don't mind treating a 
girl to all the shows and night clubs she 
wants, but when it comes to gold-digging— 
well, that's what made Bubbles’ name stick 
in my mind. Gordon told me she was 
different." 

'The men looked at each other—a glance 
of understanding. 

“We don't know where Bubbles is living 
in Pittsburgh,” one of them explained; 
“she travels around a lot, but you can reach 
her with a letter addressed to the Moore 
Hotel.” 

“Thanks, I'll do that next time I go to 
Pittsburgh," I told them. "Looks like you 
had quite a party here last night | 
referred to the empty glasses and bottles, 
cigarette butts and dry half-eaten sand- 
wiches, which littered the room. 

“Yes.” Dick lazily lighted a cigarette 
with twitching fingers and looked at me 
through long eyelashes. His companion, 
more nervous, was M S picking up 
and laying down various ts. "Like to 
join us in a game of cards to-night ?" 

“Don’t like cards," I answered. “My 
vices are beautiful women and wine." 





FTER conversationally reeling around 
for a plausible length of time, I left. 
“Old hick from the sticks just ready for 
the plucking,” I read the cynical thought 
which flashed between them. And it's 
quite probable that they don’t know to this 
day that I had the last laugh. 

That afternoon I arranged my affairs so 
that I could leave town, There were many 
details requiring my personal attention, and 
for that reason I planned to keep in daily 
telephone contact with the office. 

“Hold four men in the operatives’ room 
ready to leave New York at a moment's 
notice,” I instructed my secretary, “and 
find out from Mr. Gordon where I can 
telephone him each evening between the 
hours of six and nine.” 


That evening I left for the steel city. 
I knew the Moore Hotel well—it is one 
of the most eminently respectable in Pitts- 
burgh—and I was certain that I could 
count on the room clerk’s co-operation. 

Gordon's description of the girl who was 
blackmailing him had been as definite as 
could be expected—the trouble was, that it 
would have fitted thousands of girls. 
Brown bobbed hair, hazel eyes, average 
height, slim ankles, and delicate, well-kept 
hands—the picture called forth is typical 
of thousands of jazz-mad maidens. 

However, when I questioned the room 
clerk at the Moore Hotel, I found things 
less complicated than I had feared. 

“A Miss Moran receives mail here,” he 
told me readily enough. “I’ve never seen 
her and don't believe she ever stopped at 
this hotel. She has a friend in the men’s 
coat-room and I turn the letters over to 
her. Maybe she can tell you about the 
lady. The girl’s name is Miss Curtis— 
Virginia Curtis.” 

Virginia Curtis was a shrewd-looking 
young woman in the neighborhood of the 
staid thirties. I sized her up in a moment. 
In order to get any iníormation she pos- 
sessed, it would be necessary to give her 
some variation of the truth. 

She readily admitted that she received 
mail for Miss Moran and that she received 
telephone messages for and from her—but, 
as she very trenchantly inquired: 

“Just what business is it.of yours?" 

"That would take too long to explain 
here," I confided. "If you will take dinner 
with me to-night, I'll explain it to you. I 
want to meet Bubbles Moran, and I'll make 
it worth your while to help me." 

"Well—" she considered this proposition 
for a moment before answering it. "I'm 
always ready to turn an extra honest 
dollar, but I don't want to waste my time— 
or your time. I don't know where Miss 
Moran is. What I suspect is my affair. 
She pays me to receive her mail and for- 
ward it, and to receive her telephone 
messages. That's all. I never call her 
back and so I don't know where she 
stops." 

"Let's leave it this way," I suggested. 
“Come to dinner with me to-night and we'll 
talk it over. I'll give you ten dollars for 
your time and when you've heard my story 
you can tell me what you care to. Fair 
enough ?" 

“All right," she answered indifferently. 
“You'll have to make it nine o'clock, 
though. That’s when my relief comes on.” 


N the hours which intervened, I made 
extensive inquiries about my prospective 


dinner guest. I found that she was a 
perfectly respectable woman who had 
married a World War veteran. She was 


the bread-winner of her family, which con- 
sisted of her mother-in-law, a young 
daughter, and her husband, who was in a 
tuberculosis sanitarium. In the neighbor- 
hood of her home she had a splendid 
reputation. When I learned these things, 
I knew what line I could take. 

I took her to a quiet restaurant where 
there was no music, but very good food. It 
was she who insisted on getting at once to 
the business on hand. 

"| have looked you up, Virginia,” I 
began and immediately I realized that she 
took exception to the words. Her eye- 
brows met together in a scowl and her 


mouth tightened. “Don't get mad. I was 
careful. I got excellent reports. You 
won't blame me when I tell you that Miss 
Moran has been blackmailing a man whom 
she has driven to the verge of suicide. 
You didn't know that was her trade, did 
you?" 

"Good lord, no," she spluttered. “I 
thought she was carrying on an affair with 
a man. Let me tell you how I met her. 
I'm sure you must be mistaken. She's gay 
and likes parties and all that, but I can't 
believe she would do anything like that." 

“Tell me how you met her," I suggested. 

"[ was a manicurist in a beauty parlor in 
the hotel where she used to live," Virginia 
said in a shaken voice. “Her husband"— 
that gave me a start, for I didn't suspect 
she was married—"wasn't as well educated 
as she was, and she used to complain that 
he was a slow poke. But she loved her 
two kiddies. I became check-room girl 
at the Moore—the tips are much bigger— 
and she came to see me and said they were 
leaving for another city. "That's why she 
asked me to receive her letters. She paid 
me well—and, well, I never poke my nose 
into other folks’ business. "Course, if I'd 
known that she was doing anything like 
that—but I can't believe jt yet." 

“Well, I'm afraid it's true enough," I 
said grimly. “I’m the lawyer of the man 
she’s blackmailing. ‘The doctor says he is 
dying. This woman has promised time 
after time to return the letters he wrote 
to her, and didn't do it. The poor man is 
in a terrible state. He's perfectly willing 
to pay her price, but he can't trust her, 
aud he's sure she will go on blackmailing 
his family after he is dead." 

The check-room girls face was an 
eloquent witness to her sincerity. She 
shivered. ‘The food on her plate remained 
untasted. 

"Where do 
asked. 


"To an address in Providence, Rhode 
Island," she answered slowly, "but I don't 
believe she lives there. You see she sends 
me money every now and then—bills—and 
the envelopes are postmarked from all 
over; the last one I received was from 
some place in Canada." 


you send her letters?" I 


‘SKING her to wait for me, I went to 
the telephone booth and put in a 
long-distance call for my office in New 
York. As it would take some time before 
the connection would be completed, I asked 
the captain to have a waiter stand by and 
notify me. 


“T will need you to come along with me 
to search for this woman," I said as soon 
as I was again seated at the table. “It 
will be all right at the Moore—your job 
will be kept open for you—and I will pay 
you twenty-five dollars a day and all ex- 
penses. The manager will vouch for me. 
If we succeed in getting the woman, it 
will mean two hundred dollars more for 
you. You must decide right away. We 
must leave for Providence to-night. Now 
tell me the name under which the woman 
lived at the hotel, and where her husband 
was employed." 

“Her name was Mrs. Harold McKey,” 
she said nervously. “Her husband worked 
as an accountant in some steel company— 
I don’t know which one. She said some- 
thing about his being transferred, but she 
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See How Easy It Is To 
Learn Music This New Way 


together and form words, once you 

hawe learned the alphabet. Playing a 
musical instrument is not very much different. 
Once you learn the notes, playing melodies on 
the mandolin, piano or violin is simply a matter 
of putting the notes together correctly. The 
first note shown above is F. 
Whether you are singing from 
notes, playing the piano or banjo, 
or any other musical instrument, 
that note in the first space is al- 
ways F. The four notes indi- 
cated are F, A, C, E, easy to re- 
member, because they spell the 
word “face.” Certain strings on 
the mandolin, certain keys on the 
piano, represent these same notes 
—and once you learn them, play- 
ing melodies on the instrument is 
largely a matter of following the 
notes. Anyone can now learn to 
play a musical instrument at 
home, without a teacher. A new 
simplified method of teaching 
reduces all music to its simplest 
possible form. You can now master singing, 
piano-playing, or any musical instrument you 
wish right at home, quickly, easily, without 
endless study and practice. 

Practice is essential, of course—but it's fun 
the new way. You'll begin to play melodies, 
almost from the start. This wonderful new 
method of self-teaching is fascinating; it's 
simply a matter of following one interesting 
step after another. You learn that the note in 
the first space is F, and that a certain key on 
the piano is F. Thereafter you will always be 
able to read F and play it whenever you see it. 
Just as you are able to recognize the letters 
that make a word, you will be able to recognize 
and play the notes that make a melody. It's 
easy, interesting. 


Y JOU know how easy it is to put letters 
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“mysteries” of music have been reduced to a 
method of amazing simplicity—each step is 
made as clear as ABC. Almost half a million 
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people have already learned to play their 
favorite musical instruments this splendid, new, 
quick way. 

If you are dissatisfied with your present 
work, let music act as a stepping-stone into a 
new carcer. If you long for a hobby, a 
means of self-expression, let music be the new 
interest in your life. If you wish 
to be a social favorite, if you 
wish to gain popularity—choose your 
favorite instrument and through the 
wonderful home-study method of 
the U. S. School of Music, play it 
three months from today. 

You can do it. Youngsters of 10 
to 12 years have done it, and men as 
old as 60 havc found new interest 
and enjoyment in learning how to 
play a musical instrument. You 
don't have to listen while others en- 
tertain any longer. YOU can be the 
center of attraction, the talented 
who holds the audience 
ascinated. 

Is it the piano you wish to play, 
the mandolin, the violin, the saxo- 
phóne? Do you want to learn how 
to sing from notes? Are you eager 
to be able to play “jazz” on the 
clarinet, the banjo? 
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didn’t mention the place where they were 
going.” 

At that point a waiter approached to 
inform me that the New York office was 
calling. 

“Think it over, and remember that a 
dying man's peace of mind is at stake. He 
may recover, if you help us to rescue him 
from this blackmailing fiend.” I almost 
whispered the words. 

The booth where I had put through the 
call was a pay-station and there was little 
likelihood of my messages being overheard. 
However, to be quite protected, I merely 
instructed the night manager to send out 
four operatives by the next train. On 
arrival at Pittsburgh, they would find a 
letter of instructions awaiting them at the 
Moore Hotel. 

When I returned to our table, I saw by 
the determined look on the young woman’s 
face that she had decided to play on our 
side of the fence. 

“I must run home first and explain to 
Mother,” she said, “and pack my suitcase. 
Then, as soon as possible, I'll meet you at 
the Moore.” 

Virginia was accepting the proposition— 
with her fingers crossed. Hotel employees 
become hard-boiled; they are accustomed 
to discussing tragedies and scandals of 
which the public never hears. But the 
intimation that she had been assisting a 
blackmailer, the proposal that she embark 
on such an investigation, the possibility of 
reaping a good round sum of money—all 
set before her by an absolute stranger— 
had a dazzling and confusing effect. 


SHORT interview with the manager 
of the hotel obtained leave of absence 
for Virginia. While I awaited her arrival, 
I wrote a letter for the operatives who 
were coming from New York. In it I 
instructed them to make a thorough canvass 
of all the steel companies in Pittsburgh in 
an effort to discover where Harold McKey, 
an accountant, had been employed and his 
present location. Reports were to be 
mailed me daily to a hotel in Providence. 
Luck was with us when we arrived at 
the Rhode Island city. Mrs. Enoch 
Barnes, to whom the check-room girl had 
forwarded the letters, ran a boarding- 
house there, and my companion succeeded 
in obtaining a room in her establishment. I 
took up my headquarters at the hotel. 

We were obliged to wv three days 
there before my men succeeded in tracing 
the man whom we had every reason to 
believe was the husband of the black- 
mailer. We did not waste our time, how- 
ever. As a “roper” Virginia was as clever 
as a professional. 

“Mrs. Barnes, my landlady,” she told me 
eagerly one evening as we dined together, 
"was nurse to Mrs. McKey and her 
brother when they were children. As a 
girl Mrs. McKey went with a wild crowd, 
and married on a dare. Her parents are 
dead, but she has visited an old aunt 
here quite often—expects to inherit money, 
I suppose, as the old lady is quite wealthy. 
She is supposed to travel about, as a 
singer and dramatic reader." 

So that was her alibi? Pretty good. 

The report I received from Pittsburgh 
took us to Meadville, New York, which is 
quite near the Canadian border. In spite 
of the big money she was making, and 
the promise of a large bonus, Virginia was 


getting homesick. Not knowing what Mrs. 
McKey looked like, however, I had to take 
the girl along. 

It was a sloppy, dreary morning when 
we got off the train at the smug little 
town. Dirty snow blanketed the ground in 
ugly patches. Dead-looking trees sprawled 
against a leaden sky. In striking contrast 
were the immaculate-looking homes and 
the scrupulously tidy stores, which 
evidenced the character of the inhabitants 
of Meadville: a town where pointing 
fingers would be more deadly than a pointed 
pistol. 

I ordered the taxi chauffeur to drive us 
to a number which I calculated would be 
half a dozen doors from the address given 
me by the Pittsburgh investigators. 


HE house I was looking for, turned out 

to be a medium-sized, comfortable, half- 
timbered house, with glistening windows 
revealing crisp, beruffled draperies. There 
was a good-sized front yard with earth 
plots in the center of each strip of lawn 
which bordered the carefully swept path 
leading from the gate to the door. At the 
moment we passed, a young woman in a 
neat gingham dress was receiving a basket 
from the grocery boy, her hair confined 
in a cap. 

"Thats Mrs, McKey,” Virginia whis- 
pered, though it was impossible for the 
woman to hear her speak. "Now, do you 
think it imaginable that she would do such 
a thing?” 

I shrugged. “Well, I showed you the 
canceled checks.” 

“That’s so, and seein's believin', but "äi 
I can say is that she must be crazy.” The 
girl sighed. “Look,” she exclaimed sud- 
denly. “There’s Buster and Eileen, her 
two kiddies." 

'The children she referred to were play- 
ing on the sidewalk. Rosy-cheeked, bright- 
eyed, smartly dressed youngsters, their 
joyous voices rang with glee as they raced 
after a shaggy Irish terrier. 


When the cab stopped at the address I 
had given our driver, I got off and went 
through the motions of inquiring for a 
family who I knew didn't live there. 


"I must have the wrong address," I 
declared when I returned. “But it's too 
darned wet and disagreeable to scout 
around this morning. Drive me to some 
hotel on the outskirts of the town," -I 
directed the chauffeur, with a wink. "I 
don't want to put up at one of those 
traveling salesmen’s gilded dumps we 
passed." 


He grinned. "I know just the place," he 
said, in a smirking way. "The Gander, a 
road-house, where they can put you up 
comfortably." 

Before we had proceeded very far, I had 
my plans all ready. 

“You better get off here," I said to Vir- 
ginia. “Go back and have a little talk 
with Mrs. McKey before her husband 
returns for luncheon. I don't want to 
make any trouble for her family unless it 
is necessary. Tell her that Mr. Gordon's 
lawyer is here in town and if she doesn't 
come along bringing the letters, I'm going 
to make a call on her, chaperoned by the 
chief of police." 

We stopped the cab in front of a general 
merchandise store and Virginia got out. 

“Its all right; don’t wait, I'll come on 


later,” she ordered the chauffeur and 


slammed the door. 


HE Gander proved to be one of those 

sequestered little inns which have be- 
come so popular since prohibition. Its ap- 
proach was a long drive, over which bleak 
trees stretched their withered, dripping 
arms. 

I had telegraphed the night before to 
Gordon, advising him to remain in my 
office until I called him up. 

After registering, I immediately put in 
a long-distance call for my office. The 
lobby was quite deserted, and the switch- 
board girl was yawning. In order that 
my conversation might not serve as an 
antidote to her boredom, I insisted on 
receiving my number on the telephone 
which faced her desk. 

“Everything is all right now,” I told my 
excited client, whose faint hello suggested 
the mental strain he had suffered. “What 
do you want me to do?” 

“Bring her on to New York if possible,” 
he called back. “That’s the only way I'll 
be sure that you have the right girl—and 
all the letters.” 

“That’s just what I would have sug- 
gested,” I called back. “Expect us to- 
morrow morning. But hang around the 
office until I give you another ring.” 

That afternoon Mrs. McKey, accom- 
panied by Virginia, arrived at the Gander. 

I had taken a suite and received her in 
the little, musty parlor a stiff, sly little 
room, with a round, drink-stained table in 
the center; a half dozen stiff, cane- 
bottomed chairs; smoke-begrimed cur- 
fains; and garish chromo advertisements 
adorning the soiled, drab walls. 

"What do you want?" Without waiting 
for any greeting, Mrs. McKey shot the 
question at me. “I don't remember ever 
meeting you." 

*No, madame, you've never met me be- 
fore, but you're never going to forget me 
as long as you live," I assured her, staring 
straight into her large, cold, greyish-blue 
eyes. She was a good-looking woman, 
with regular features and a small, well- 
cut mouth. Without make-up, as she was 
that day, there was nothing of the vamp 
about her. Clever, calculating, emotion- 
less, she waited for the next move. 

"You're leaving with me this evening 
for New York and you're bringing with 
you all the letters you received from 
Ernest Gordon," I said slowly. “I'm a 
detective; and if I don't find you at the 
station when the next train leaves in two 
hours, I'm coming for you with the chief 
of police, and place you under arrest." 





HEN I mentioned that I was a de- 

tective, I felt, rather than saw, Vir- 
ginia give a start. My Jekyll-and-Hyde 
vis-à-vis, however, never turned an eye- 
lash. 

"How do I know you are what you 
say?" she demanded. 

"Oh, I'll prove that easily enough—T'll 
have Mr. Gordon vouch for me, Just sit 
down until I put in a call to New York,” 
I said, picking up the receiver. “Miss 
Curtis,” I continued, turning to Virginia, 
“please go down and see that the operator 
doesn’t listen in.” 

After she had left the room, I addressed 
my sphinx-like visitor : 
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"You're far too clever a woman not to 
know that the game is up, Mrs. McKey. 
Why a mother with two such beautiful 
children as yours should run the risk of 
making them outcasts, I can't imagine I 
wonder, too, what your aunt in Providence 
would think of it—don't you see that all 
the cards are against you? Better be sen- 
sible and come clean. I won't hurry you— 
but I'll expect you at the station." 

Silent, without a trace of emotion, she 
listened as if she heard nothing. So we 
sat until the New York connection went 
through. 

I instructed the telephone operator to 
put the call on both the parlor and bed- 
room extensions. I took the bedroom 
phone in my hand and explained to Gordon 
that Mrs. McKey, whom he had known as 
Bubbles Moran, wished to speak to him. 
"I don't recognize your voice at all," 
was the first thing she said. “Tell me, 
what did you call me when you say you 
knew me?" 

"Dimple Dumpling!" the silly pet-name 
came over the miles of telephone wire 
with a sardonic wheeze. It sounded so 
asinine! Yet it was a moment of terrific 
import to two families. 

Much more there was—recollections of 
the disastrous flirtation, of the gay, mad 
hours which were exacting such a terrible 
penalty. 

Finally, she hung up the receiver. When 
I reentered the parlor, she was tucking 
back a few tendrils of brown hair, looking 
critically in a small vanity miror. Though 
her expression was non-committal, her face 
had gone deadly pale. 

“TIl expect you on the afternoon train,” 
I repeated. "Bring all the letters. If you 
omit one, I'm going to have you arrested." 
I accompanied her down-stairs. 


OOD-BY, Mr. Petersen," she said, 
graciously extending her hand and 
smiling enigmatically. “I’m quite thrilled 
at the invitation to sing at Carnegie Hall, 
but I'll have to take the matter up with my 
husband. Since it will be my swan-song, 
perhaps he won't object." 

“Oh, I'm sure he won't,” I said, and 
smiled back. “Remember! The train leaves 
in a couple of hours, so you'll have to 
hurry. Don' forget anything." 

She was waiting calmly when I arrived 
a minute before the train for New York 
was due. She was dressed trimly in a 
tailored suit, with near-white batiste collar 
and cuffs. She wore snappy, high-heeled 
pumps, and displayed a good expanse of 
sheer silk hose. Nothing seemed to ruffle her. 
I had managed to secure a drawing-room 
for her and Miss Curtis, so that she might 
have an opportunity to talk if the spirit 
moved her. It did. Shortly after the 
porter had served our dinner and with- 
drawn she started in to explain. 

“Tt all started out as a lark, I thought,” 
she said slowly, puffng nervously at a 
cigarette. "I love my kiddies, but my 
husband is such a slow dub he drives me 
crazy. Lord knows why I ever married 
him. Anyway, the man my brother lives 
with has some sort of a hold on him. He 
was the one who thought up the little 
scheme of my meeting men at that night 
club. He and my brother paid the head 
waiter so much. It seemed all right at 
first—then, drinking and so on, I got into 
a bad jam. They forced me to demand 


money from men and thought up all sorts 
of elaborate schemes for confusing the 
trail. You'll probably not believe me, but 
out of all the money I got this way, I 
received only a few thousands for my- 
self. Now, what’s going to happen, I 
don't know. They'll still hound me—and 
what can I do?” 

"Well, I wouldn't worry over that," I 
soothed her. “The Federal men paid a 
quiet and unexpected visit to the River- 
side Drive apartment, and your brother 
and his friend will be "housed at Atlanta 
probably for some time.” 

“Thank God for that!” she exclaimed. 
“Now I don’t have to worry any more 
about them!” 


T is an eleven-hour journey from Mead- 

ville to New York. When the train 
rolled into Grand Central in the early 
dawn, Mrs. McKey looked very wan and 
weary. She promised to call at my office 
at ten o'clock. 

Mr. Hughes, Gordon, and myself were 
waiting impatiently for her when she ar- 
rived. 

A transformation: the eyelashes were 
heavy with mascara, the small-mouth was 
brilliantly rouged, and the brown hair 
burnished and curled. The eyes, which 
just a few hours before were dim and 
dry-looking, were sparkling. 

She laughed at my surprise. 
poleon there wouldn't know me without 
the war-paint on," she said, and giggled. 
"And he thought I never used cosmetics! 
Oh, Boy! Well, bring on the guillotine. 
What do you want me to do? Here are 
the 'poipers, all.fust like a movie" She 
extended a package tied with a grotesque 
red band of satin. 

While Gordon was examining and count- 
ing the letters, I rang for my stenographer. 

"Now, I just want you to make a com- 
plete statement about your part in this 
case,” I explained to her, “It is just as 
necessary as the letters.” 

For a while she demurred, but finally 
consented. It was short, concise, to the 
point. 

Within a few minutes, it was brought 
back to the inner office—typed and ready 
for the signature of Bubbles Moran. 

"I'd like to have a carbon copy of that,” 
Mr. Gordon remarked. 

"Sorry, but I never have carbon copies," 
I said curtly. “You might have your safe 
robbed, or leave it lying around, or your 
heirs might discover it years from now 
—it is impossible to foretell into whose 
hands it might fall The finder, in his 
turn, might blackmail Mrs. McKey's chil- 
dren. This copy will never come to light 
again unless—" I glanced for the fraction 
of a second at Mrs. McKey, who had lost 
quite a bit of her jaunty manner—“unless 
it is necessary. Now, I think that will 
be all. I have another engagement, and 
I'm afraid either I'll have to leave you or 
youll have to leave me." 

They departed. 

“My secretary will give you the prom- 
ised check, Miss Curtis, and I want to 
thank you very much. If ever you want 
to be a detective—" I began, as I shook 
hands with my involuntary and temporary 
assistant. 

But she shook her head. 

“The check-room is enough excitement 
for mine," she said, with a laugh. 


“Oh, Na- 
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For a Chinaman’s Gold 


(Continued from page 59) 


readjusting the place for my sole occu- 
pancy. I was still engaged in this at nine 
o'clock in the evening when the Sheriff 
came to see me, holding in his hand a reply 
wire from San Francisco. There was a 
trembling of his hand as he unfolded the 
telegram and laid it on my desk. Then he 
slumped into a chair. 

“I guess I'm the fellow, Doc, that should 
have been shot.” 

I picked up the telegram: 


Hold Frisco Irish Ignore Duplicate 
Paste Necklace Old Trick for Put- 
ting Authorities Off Guard Owner 
Increases Reward Now Fifty Thou- 
sand for Recovery of Pearls Five 
Thousand for Apprehending Irish 
Congratulations, 


“Well, of all things,” I declared, and I, 
too, flopped into a chair. 

“Just to think,” added the Sheriff, “that 
I saw fifty-five thousand dollars walk out 
of my office. Even told it to get out!” 


OCTOR BAILEY, who had been tell- 

ing me the above stery, paused, looked 
at his watch, and glanced out of the car 
window to observe that he was in Central 
Park, almost home. 

“Well, what do you know about that?” 
I asked. “Oh, but of course Frisco Irish 
walked out with the fake pearls. Where 
were the real ones?” 

“Why, Sing Ling had them. He, too, 
was an expert in regurgitation. He figured 
to play the same game Sam Wong had 
tried, before he was shot, and his stomach 
opened by Doctor Beecher. Thats why 
Sing Ling and Frisco left town together." 

“But why did the crook come to Sing 
Ling? Why share a quarter million 
dollars ?" 


"Well, he knew the police were on his 
trail." 

“He could hide the pearls." 

“He probably wanted to get out of the 
country with them. Sing could help him 
do that too. It probably looked like a 
better business proposition to pay Sing 
Ling his fee, doubtless a good price, for his 
services. It looked like a safe plan. On 
meeting revenue officers, or sheriffs, Sing 
could hide them for ten minutes, tem- 
porarily, by that trick of swallowing them, 
and then throwing them up, at will." 

"So they left the Sheriff in the soup, 
eh?" I commented. “Well, Sing Ling was 
a shrewd old bird at that when he gave 


out that hint about Sam Wong, the 
laundryman, having probably stolen the 
pearls." 


“Oh, yes, he knew what he was doing." 

“And got away with it?” 

“No, not quite,” replied the Doctor. 
“That’s the curious part of it. Right on 
top of what had happened at Stony Creek, 
Frisco Irish and Sing Ling themselves had 
a fight over the division of the spoils—out 
on the trail. We found them that very 
night. Apparently Sing Ling wouldn’t— 
you know—cough up——" 

“And they, too, shot each other to 
pieces ?" 

“Well, Sing Ling, perhaps feeling that 
possession was nine points of the law, 
evidently cut Frisco's throat—but Frisco 
plugged Sing before he died." 

"And the pearls ?" 

“Oh, I—er—recovered them,” said the 
Doctor, in his best professional tone. “So 
the Sheriff and I, between us, divided the 
reward. It was—er—my only experience 
in mining precious stones." 


The Crime Without a Clue 


(Continued from page 55) 


have you that Mr. Calvert was strangled? 
I want to know. I have a reason for 
wanting to know." 

.He looked at me sharply. “You 
have?" His face suddenly grew hard. 
"What in the name of hell reason have 
you got?" (The Doctor used strong 
language on occasion) He was on his 
feet, had stepped over and had yanked me 
to my feet before I knew what was hap- 
pening. “Come on—what's on your mind, 
young man? Out with it!" He was 
glaring at me in so fierce a manner that I 
thought he had suddenly gone crazy. 

It made me sore—sore clean through. I 
jerked myself away from him roughly 
and he backed up, obviously ashamed of 
himself, for the look I blazed at him 
brought him to his senses. 

"Don't try any third-degree stuff on me, 
Doctor Purdy!” I said with suppressed 
anger. "If you think I had anything to do 
with Doctor Calvert's death, you go to the 
District Attorney and tell him about it. I 
came here for information, and if you 
don't want to give it, then that's all right 
—all you have to do is to say so." 

I had reached for my hat and was going 
out the door when he caught up to me and 


called me back. I went back with him 
into his office and he acted like a different 
person. 

"My boy," he said in his slow, kindly 
way, "now that I know what you're here 
for, and why, I'm only too glad to tell you. 
Mr. Calvert died from strangulation. 
There were purple marks on his throat, 
where the flesh was bruised, his lips were 
bluish, his face almost black, and both his 
tongue and eyeballs had protruded to a 
certain extent. These are the evidences of 
strangulation that every physician is 
familiar with. We found a somewhat con- 
gested condition of the throat and lungs 
and a considerable swelling of the tongue 
which usually accompanies it.” 

I left Doctor Purdy's office that day 
more than ever mystified. There had been 
a grain of doubt in my mind heretofore, a 
feeling that perhaps the old gentleman, 
past seventy-eight, had choked to death 
from natural causes, brought on by a 
paroxysm or attack of some kind, possibly 
unfamiliar to the doctors, and caused by 
weakness and old age. On the contrary, 
Doctor Purdy stated that Mr. Calvert had 
prospects of living perhaps another ten 
years, and that, save for the effects of the 
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Lift 200 lbs. or more overhead with 

one arm; bend and break a horse- 
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with one hand. 
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A DOCTOR WHO TAKES 
HIS OWN MEDICINE 


Many say that any form of exercise is good, but this 
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sti , well-proportioned body and the abundance of 
health that goes with it? Are you true to yourself? 
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stroke, from which he was getting better, 
he was constitutionally well. 


quist evening I went to see May. I 
told her I didn't care to go out any- 
where and she said she felt the same way, 
so we stayed at home. I was glad of it, 
for I wanted to have a talk with her. We 
played double-handed pinochle and mean- 
while Reggie called and took Mrs. Calvert 
to the theater. Soon after they had gone, 
the game palled. I lost interest. I had 
something else on my mind. 

We were alone in the room and I said to 
May: "Your mother is intending to marry 
Carew quite soon now, isn't she?" 

“To-morrow. They're making it a secret 
marriage," she replied in a low voice. "I 
know I shouldn't have told you, Arthur, but 
I can't help it. Mother told me in the 
strictest confidence and made me promise 
not to tell a soul—but I would have told 
you anyway." 

"Why should they want to keep it a 
secret? There was a rumor some time 
ago that they were going to marry. The 
papers got hold of it somehow.” 

“I don’t know. You know as much about 
it as I do. There is something queer 
about it all. I think that rumor came from 
Mother. I am sure a reporter questioned 
her about it and she admitted the truth, 
even though she had not told me.” 

“And then Reggie closed her mouth?” 

“Yes. Have you noticed how Mother 
has failed in the last two months?” 

I had noticed it and I admitted it to 
May. It had set me thinking some weeks 
before, and I had given it considerable 
thought. 

“She is becoming more nervous every 
day. She goes about like a person in a 
dream.” 

“Listen, May,” I said, "let's get down to 
facts. All of the three servants who 
worked for your father are still employed 
here with you. Two of them were not 
even in the house when the murder took 
place, and the third one—Ellen—wouldn't 
harm a fly. We know they are all innocent. 
It was proven that no one entered the 
apartment, and we know that no one could 
have done so. Then where does the re- 
sponsibility lie? 

“We were at the Newberrys' at the time. 
Stop and think. Certainly your mother 
loved yovr father. She could not do an 
act like that. There is but one person who 
could have done it—and recall that he has 
workeehis plans so smoothly and cleverly 
that the stage is all set for him to marry 
your mother to-morrow—and who is there 
to stop him?” 

“Who?” repeated May, as she looked at 
me with half closed eyes—enigmatically, I 
thought. 


HERE was an inference there—and a 
touch of scorn, I felt. Did the woman 
I loved despise me, that I could do nothing ? 
I half believed it. A few minutes later 
that evening I became convinced of it. 
But—would she stand for me question- 
ing her mother? I could get nothing out 
of Carew. That was natural enough. But 
it seemed to me that if he was guilty—and 
I was certain of it in my own mind—the 
police and detectives ought to have gotten 
something on him by this time. My private 
enquiry along this line had succeeded only 
in bringing out this pointed statement from 


a grizzled lieutenant of detectives: “We 
can’t arrest this man without evidence. 
You give us some evidence and we'll arrest 
him.” 

I felt, however, in the case of Mrs. 
Calvert, that very little investigation had 
been made. On account of her prominence 
in society, and more probably because of 
her very evident grief, detectives had re- 
frained from questioning her except in a 
very moderate way, immediately after the 
crime. I think, too, that Reggie’s close 
connection with the Calvert family had 
helped greatly to protect him from certain 
methods that might have been applied. 

But my thoughts kept returning to Mrs. 
Calvert. Her grief at the time of the 
crime was evident to all. And it was 
genuine. No one suspected her. All had 
sympathy for her. Yet the more I thought 
about it, the more it seemed evident to me 
that she must know something about it. 

How could Carew have killed her hus- 
band and she not know it—when she was 
there with him at the time? Could he have 
excused himself and slipped out of the 
room for ten minutes? Certainly that was 
quite possible. Ten minutes would have 
been ample time—five minutes would 
have been ample time in which to strangle 
the old man in his bed—weak, and probably 
with his eyes closed, peacefully taking his 
afternoon nap (as was his custom), when 
the murderer had stealthily entered, and 
swiftly done his work. But—was this 
probable? 

I did not think so. I felt—I had that 
feeling, and it had grown upon me as I 
had observed Mrs, Calvert closely during 
the last few weeks—that she knew what 
had happened. And she was keeping it to 
herself, and worrying herself sick. She 
herself felt guilty. And small wonder— 
if this was true. 

May left unspoken the invitation to do 
anything I could to stop her mother in her 
mad decision to marry Carew. But I 
knew her mind. I knew she wanted me to 
stop it. A dozen little things that evening 
had told me, and I resolved to accept her 
invitation to stay that night. I had a plan 
in mind. 


RETIRED at eleven o'clock. Between 

my room and May's was Mrs. Calvert's 
room and I knew she did not lock her door. 
I did not undress, but slipped off my shoes, 
put out the light and lay down on the bed. 
It was two hours later—some time after 
one o'clock in the morning—when Mrs. 
Calvert came in. 

I tiptoed to my door and listened. She 
walked along the hallway to get something 
out of her room and Reggie, who had 
followed her in, came with her. I could 
hear him talking to her in a low voice, but 
could not make out what he was saying. 
She snapped out the light and they both 
walked back to the sitting room. 

For two long hours I waited at that 
door, afraid to go out into the hallway, yet 
anxious every passing minute—that seemed 
each like an hour—to know what was going 
on between them in that room. I could not 
risk their finding out I was in the apart- 
ment, so I waited—in an agony of suspense. 

Finally he bid her good night, and left. 
As she went to the door with him, I struck 
a match and held it for an instant near my 
watch. It was twenty minutes after three! 
A nice time to be getting to bed on one's 
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wedding eve, I thought. What had gone 
on in that secret confab in the morning 
hours? I resolved to find out. I would 
save the mother of the girl I was going to 
marry, from sacrificing herself on the 
altar of a false love—if I was the only one 
who could do it. At least, I would make 
a try. 

I waited, heard her snap off the lights 
in the sitting room, and then came the 
sound of her footsteps along the hall. I 
heard her enter her room and close the 
door. Then I stepped out. I thought I 
would not give her time to start to undress, 
but would go in upon her immediately. 

But at her door, for some reason, I 
hesitated. The idea of walking in upon 
her in her bedroom at three-thirty in the 
morning, and she not even knowing that I 
was in the house, made me hold back a bit. 
It might give her too much of a shock. 
Then I decided suddenly and pushed open 
the door. 

She was seated in a chair by her bed, 
her arms lopping down by her side, a 
dejected look on her face. She looked up 
and eyed me, mildly at first, then a look 
of amazement and disbelief crept into her 
eyes. 

“What are you here for, Mr. Halleck?” 
The words came from her throat in a dry, 
expressionless tone. 


CLOSED the door and walked slowly 

toward her, then stepped around and 
leaning my arm on the foot-rail of her bed, 
regarded her in silence. 

“What are you here for?” she repeated. 
"Tell me!” Her face was haggard. 
There were dark lines around her eyes and 
her dress and hair were rumpled. The 
once beautiful Mary Calvert looked like a 
wreck and there was no denying it. 

“T am going to question you about the 
death of your husband, Mrs. Calvert,” I 
said. “It is time someone did it and I 
have made up my mind that I am going 
to do it.” 

She looked up at me again and a slight 
smile played about her pretty lips. It was 
almost a sneer. Then in an even, quiet 
voice, as if speaking only to herself, and 
entirely ignoring me, she said: “A Broad- 
way bum; that’s what he was, a Broadway 
bum. The low-down cad! The white- 
livered liar!” As she spoke, she reached 
to a drawer in the stand near her, pulled 
out a revolver and raising it quickly to her 
forehead, fired. Her body pitched forward, 
face downward, then she slowly rolled over 
on her back. 

I saw a vision of a newspaper head-line, 
naming me as a murderer, in the next few 
seconds, as I leaned over her. She was still 
breathing and I started out of the room to 
call May, but she was there before I was 
hardly straightened up. I grabbed the 
phone from off the stand where she had 
kept the revolver and called Police Head- 
quarters and Doctor Purdy. This took a 
few minutes and meanwhile I could hear 
Mrs. Calvert’s heavy breathing and May's 
sobs. We placed a pillow under her head, 
but did not attempt to move her. 

The bullet had entered the side of her 
head, instead of her forehead as I had 
thought, and had cut off a part of her ear. 
But it did not appear to have gone deeply. 
When Doctor Purdy arrived and had made 
an examination, however, he stated that she 
could not live. We laid her on her bed 
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and a few minutes later, under a stimulant, 
she opened her eyes and whispered to 
Doctor Purdy that she wanted to make a 
statement. 

That statement was that the afternoon 
of Doctor Calvert’s death, Carew had in- 
duced her, under what virtually amounted 
to a hypnotic influence over her, in her 
mad love for him and her desire for mar- 
riage with him, to enter her aged husband's 
room and strangle him while he lay asleep. 
She said that immediately after, she was 
appalled by her act and that Carew had 
worked upon her fears to such an extent 
that she was completely in his power. 


ROM that hour on he had forced large 

sums of money from her. She had 
believed until the last that he would marry 
her, but the very night she had shot 
herself, the end of her illusion had come. 
She saw him as he was—a devil incarnate. 
There was nothing left to her, not even 
her own self-respect—after that night. So, 
as she said, she knew there was no use 
trying to live any longer. The confession 


The Murder 


had come between gasps of pain, and with 
her last breath she cursed him. 

The police did not get Carew. By some 
uncanny instinct he had seemed to sense 
the end had come, and how he got out of 
New York immediately after he left the 
Calvert apartment that early morning must 
remain a mystery. To this day his where- 
abouts is unknown, but it was ascertained 
that he got away with a substantial amount 
of the Calvert fortune, without having to 
go to the inconvenience of having to marry 
“the woman in the case." He was one of 
the cleverest criminals that ever fooled the 
New York police. 

Carew had an “air-tight” murder plot— 
he committed the crime without leaving a 
clue—and everyone who knew the details 
of the case agreed on that. But it failed. 
The truth came out in the end. 

But wherever Carew is, be sure that he 
has paid—or will yet pay. 

Even the cleverest criminal, though he 
may fool the police and the most astute 
detectives, cannot fool his own soul—or 
change his fate. 


at Pinehurst 


(Continued from page 31) 


and dispatched him to the city for Watson, 
our finger-print man, and to get our 
luggage. Little did I know how badly I 
should need Crane before he returned. 

I next rang for Carson and instructed 
him to assemble the household in the 
drawing-room for questioning. While he 
did this I had a few more questions I 
wished to ask John Baintree. The old 
man appeared rested and eager to answer 
any questions which might assist in clear- 
ing up the mystery which clouded Pine- 
hurst. 

"You stated that you thought no one 
knew of the existence of the secret jewel 
safe, Mr. Baintree," I began. "Did you 
have it installed yourself, or was it in the 
house when you purchased it?" 

“An art agent of mine purchased the 
whole thing abroad and it was brought 
to Pinehurst and installed under his super- 
vision. Only two people knew about the 
safe—my agent and the man who helped 
install it, and both of them are now dead." 

"Did your butler know about the exist- 
ence of the safe?" 

“No. Carson has been in my employ for 
many years, and I have explicit confidence 
in him, yet I kept from him all knowledge 
of the safe or the presence of the jewels 
at Pinehurst. No one but me knew that 
they were here." 

I smiled. Evidently one other person 
knew it. “How long have you had the 
jewels in the safe?" I pursued. 

*Almost twenty-five years." 

“Twenty-five years!" I repeated, more 
to myself than to him. "Do you suspect 
anyone?” 

“No.” 

“Did you ever remove the jewels from 
the safe and look at them when you 
thought that you were alone?” 

“Very rarely.” 

“How long since you saw the jewels?” 

“About a month ago—just before I sum- 
moned my relatives to Pinehurst.” . 

“Before you were struck cown did you 


get even a fleeting glimpse of the person 
who did it?” 

“Yes, as I have already told you, for a 
brief second before the blow descended I 
caught a glimpse of;a figure in dim out- 
line, with upraised “hand.” 

“It would be very difficult for anyone to 
gain entrance to your estate, would it not, 
Mr. Baintree?” 

“Yes—it would be very difficult in the 
daytime, practically impossible at night. 
The stone wall which surrounds the estate 
is very high and has a spiked railing around 
it which makes it almost impossible to 
scale. The gates are always kept locked, 
and at sundown the dogs are liberated. 
They are very vicious and would scent 
a stranger long before he neared the house. 
Before dark Carson always goes over the 
house and sees that every door and window 
is locked, then he turns on the burglar 
alarm." 


as OULD it be possible ” I began, 

when a quick rap sounded on the 
door, and it was opened by Carson, terror 
registering in his face in spite of his at- 
tempt to appear calm. 

“Pardon me, Mr. Hosmer,” he said, his 
voice shaking until he could scarcely speak, 
“could I have a word with you outside, 
sir?” 

Seeing that something unusual had oc- 
curred, I hastily excused myself and 
stepped into the hall, closing the door be- 
hind me. For an instant Carson looked 
at me helplessly, then he started to speak. 
A moment later he had fainted, and 
crumpled to the floor at my feet. I laid 
the man flat on his back and quickly sum- 
moned the doctor, who was waiting in the 
parlor. Together we removed him to the 
parlor and placed him on a divan. Soon he 
showed signs of returning consciousness. 

“He'll be all right in a minute now,” 
the doctor said. “Just fainted. What 
happened ?” 

“I haven't the slightest idea,” I replied. 
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“But something happened to upset him.” 

Silently we waited. Finally Carson 
opened his eyes, and as the haze seemed to 
clear away he sat up stiffly on the edge of 
the divan for a moment, then rose to his 
feet, trembling like a leaf. 

“Oh, God!” he stammered. “Oh, God!” 

“What is it, Carson?” I asked, now 
genuinely alarmed at the man’s actions. 
“What has happened?” 

“Something terrible has—has—happened. 
I—I——" 

"For heaven's sake what has happened ?" 
I demanded sternly. "Where? Show us!" 
Taking the man by the arm, I half dragged 
him into the hall. The young doctor 
stepped forward and took hold of the 
other arm. “Now, which way, Carson? 
Quick—snap out of it!” I urged. 

“The south wing—Mr. George’s room. 
He—he " The old butler slumped 
down again, too overcome to walk further. 

“Look after him!” I called to the doctor 
as I dashed down the hall in the direction 
of the south wing. The house faced east, a 
long hallway with suites of rooms on either 
side of it, running north and south, and 
connecting the two wings. At the end of 
the long hallway I stopped, looking quickly 
up and down the short east and west hall. 
At the extreme east end of the hall I saw 
a door standing a little ajar. I hurried 
toward it, and not knowing what lay 
behind, I drew my gun, and giving the 
door a kick, I landed in the room at a 
sin»le bound. 

I had been a detective for many years 
before the Baintree affair, and a number 
of years have passed since then, yet I 
have never experienced anything like the 
shock and horror that swept over me at 
the sight which met my eyes. 


Upon the bed, hacked and cut almost 
into ribbons, lay the body of a handsome 
young man. A feeling of faintness and 
nausea swept over me at the gruesome 
sight before me. I backed up against the 
door jamb and covered my eyes, trying to 
get a hold on myself. I had half expected 
to find the jewel thief crouched behind 
the door, or rising up from behind a 
piece of furniture, to shoot me down. The 
horrible sight which met my eyes, unnerved 
me. I heard someone hurrying down 
the hall, then close to my shoulder 
came a sharp, “My God!” and turning, I 
saw the young doctor slowly backing into 
the hallway, his eyes dilated in horror. 


Without another look into the room, I 
closed the door. 




















“Please stand here and see that no one 
goes in," I said quickly, “while I call the 
police." 


TELEPHONED the police, then re- 

turned to the parlor to question Carson, 
who sat on the edge of the divan, his 
hands on his knees, rocking back and 
forth, on the verge of a nervous collapse. 

“Tell me what happened," I said, sitting 
down by him. “How did you come to 
discover the body?” 

“You told me to have the relatives and 
servants assembled in the drawing-room 
for questioning. I had been to Mrs. Hess' 
room, also to Mr. Frank's room, and both 
said that they would go down at once. I 
then went to call Mr. Giller, and the door 
was a little ajar, and after knocking and 
receiving no reply, I pushed it open and 
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glanced in to make sure he was not in the 
room, and—and. id 

I did not question him further. 

“If you feel sufficiently recovered, go 
and tell those assembled that I will be 
down directly. Do not tell them of the 
tragedy.” 

I then returned to the south wing, where 
the young doctor still stood outside the 
door. “I should like to make a prelimi- 
nary inspection of the room before the 
police arrive,” I said. “Will you accom- 
pany me?” 

“Yes,” he replied, “I am all right now. 
It was so sudden and so terribly gruesome 
it knocked me off my feet for a moment.” 

Together we entered the death cham- 
ber. I tried to look everywhere but at 
that mutilated figure upon the bed, but 
gradually I overcame my feeling of revul- 
sion and forced myself to examine the 
body, being careful not to touch it until 
the coroner should arrive. 

The man appeared young, not more than 
twenty-five or thirty years of age, al- 
though I later learned that he was thirty- 
seven; with jet black, wavy hair, the 
characteristic, stern jaw of the Baintrees, 
and a strong, athletic body. It would have 
taken a person of great strength to over- 
power a man of his build. The murderer 
must have struck the death blow while 
the victim slept. The body, clad in white 
silk pajamas, lay crosswise on the bed, 
in a cramped position, as though whoever 
committed the crime had shaken his victim 
like a rat, then released his hold, throwing 
the body back upon the bed. 





ARS wall near the bed was spattered 
with blood. One blow from the instru- 
ment of death—probably a hand-axe—had 
crushed the skull over the right eye; two 
similar wounds appeared in the chest, an- 
other in the abdomen. I searched the room 
carefully, but was unable to find the knife 
or axe—if an axe it was—which had been 
used to hack the man to death. 

"If you will be good enough to remain 
on watch outside the door for a few 
minutes, Doctor," I said, after examining 
the room, "I should like to apprise the 
family of what has occurred, and see that 
they stay in the drawing-room for the 


time being. It will relieve the situation 
to be rid of them up here while we are 
conducting the preliminary investigation." 

The doctor readily agreed to assist me 
by guarding the room until I should re- 
turn. 4 


I had not seen any of John Baintree's 
relatives, yet when I stepped into the 
drawing-room where they were assembled, 
and glanced about, I had no difficulty in 
identifying them. Mrs. Hess, a tall, stately 
woman well past fifty, with gray hair and 
the characteristic gray eyes and stern 
features which seemed to mark the Bain- 
trees, sat on a divan sniffing a bottle of 
smelling salts. Beside her sat her 
daughter, Ethel, who also was tall, and 
had black hair, blue-gray eyes and red, 
red lips; a cross between a vamp and a 
flapper. In a chair to Ethel’s right sat 
Frank Baintree. He was of medium height 
and very dark, almost foreign-looking in 
appearance, and lacking all of the out- 
standing Baintree family characteristics. 


The servants sat apart, across the room 
from the family. They also were easily 
identified. Sitting stiffly upon a straight 
chair was Carson, still pale and shaken 
from his terrible experience. By his side 
sat a beautiful girl with blue eyes and 
copper-colored hair. This, evidently, was 
Mona Carson, the harpist. Next to her 
sat Kitty Haney, the housekeeper, a pro- 
nounced Irish type, with the most peculiar 
eyes I had ever seen. ‘They were almost 
green in color and looked like a cat’s eyes. 
Her lips were tightly closed; her gaze was 
fixed, and directed straight ahead. On a 
divan near the window sat Mrs. Cronk 
and her son, Robert. 

All eyes were turned in my direction. 


It seems apparent that one of the 
persons facing Hosmer committed the 
gruesome murder discovered a few 
minutes before by old Carson. Was it 
one of the servants? Was it one of 
Baintree’s relatives seated there—Mrs. 
Hess? Ethel? Frank Baintree? Read 
in October TRUE DETECTIVE Mys- 
TERIES what happened when Hosmer 
began to dig into the mystery. De- 
tectives—also—are subject to surprises. 
October issue on the news-stands 
September 15th. 


The-Man. With Two Lives 


(Continued from page 64) 


wily cunning of a madman. And I was 
fighting at a disadvantage because of the 
surprise blow I had sustained at the very 
outset, a blow that had knocked my senses 
sort of galley-west. 

Veering suddenly to the left, I aimed 
another vicious smash at the man’s jaw. 
It was not a telling blow, however, and the 
maniac came back at me, in a flash, with 
another crack on the head. 

I saw a fresh burst of stars—thousands 
of them. Pain stabbed wickedly in my 
head and the world about me seemed to 
grow uncertain. 

Fighting against the black tide about to 
swallow me, I made one desperate lunge 
forward with my whole body, at the same 
time drawing my gun. I butted the 
maniac under the chin with my bleeding 
head, and backed him against the thick 
hedge. ‘Then, with almost ‘unbelievable 


quickness, he struck the gun with that 
deadly club of his, knocking it from my 
hand. In almost the same instant, it 
seemed, there was a loud report. The gun 
had been discharged, but the bullet buried 
itself harmlessly in the soft earth. 


HARDLY know what happened next— 

I think I lost consciousness for an in- 
stant—but through a red haze I saw the 
gun in the maniac’s hand and felt a hot 
and cold sensation of fear. 

The bullet, however, missed me. In his 
other hand the madman clutched the big 
club menacingly, his breath coming in short 
spurts, like the snorting of an enraged bull. 
For one palpitating second, we stood glar- 
ing at each other. 

It was a time when action was demanded 
first, reasoning afterward. Suddenly I 
dropped low, making a shoe-string tackle. 
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He rocked forward and another shot 
blasted its report through the air. 

The bullet crashed into the ground dan- 
gerously near. By this time my ma- 
neuver had brought the man with a crash 
to the ground. I landed on him at the 
same time. 

I felt his body stiffen and thought he 
was gathering together all his strength for 
one maddening effort to throw me off— 
but his hold on the gun suddenly relaxed. 
Then the club fell from his fingers and 
lay on the ground. 

I had my man. 

I located my hat, picked it up, and 
looked about me. I saw the housekeeper 
approaching, followed closely by the timid, 
frightened maid. Beside me stood the 
gardener, wide-eyed and tongue-tied. And 
then along the garden path came a strik- 
ingly lovely girl of seventeen or eighteen. 
She was dressed in a white riding-habit, 
and I knew that she must be the mysterious 
Nina Lee. She stood beside me a moment 
and looked down at the unconscious man. 
Would Nina Lee recognize him? She 
gave no sign. An instant later she turned 
without a word and walked toward the 
house. 

My interest in Nina Lee Monroe had 
grown with every minute I had spent at 
her home. What was her connection with 
the disappearance of Thomas Monroe? 
Could it be possible that she was his 
daughter? The answer seemed irri- 
tatingly elusive, but I did not try to ques- 
tion her now. I knew that I could find 
her at this house whenever I needed her; 
and so I turned my attention back to my 
prisoner. 

He lay motionless—suspiciously still, I 
thought. Had I killed him? I bent over 
him, caught by some trace of familiarity 
in his features. Did I know the man? 
I couldn't be certain, but I thought not, 
although, for a moment, I had entertained 
the hope that I had actually stumbled upon 
the long-sought Thomas Monroe. But I 
could see now that there was little simi- 
larity between his appearance and the 
descriptions and pictures of Monroe. 

'The frenzied eyes, hidden beneath closed 
lids, were sunken and hollow. "The íace 
was thin and drawn and of a sickly, gray- 
ish color. Was it from illness, I won- 
dered, or was it the pallor of long con- 
finement, in either hospital or prison? The 
man's hair seemed to indicate that he had 
been at liberty from either place for some 
weeks. Certainly it had not been ac- 
quainted recently, if ever, with the regula- 
tion close-crópped prison style. 

It was altogether probable that the man 
had escaped from some asylum, I con- 
cluded. 


HE housekeeper nodded toward the 

house and the gardener, now apparently 
alive to the situation, stepped forward to 
help me carry the unconscious man inside. 

But I shook my head. “Kindly call an 
ambulance," I directed. “It will undoubt- 
edly be best to get him to a hospital at 
once." 

'The housekeeper went briskly away to 
telephone, and I examined the man more 
closely. His heart was beating regularly 
enough, though somewhat weakly. His 
breathing, too, was light, but apparently 
unobstructed. ‘There was, however, some- 
thing decidedly peculiar about the man's 
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True Detective 


condition. I had seen knock-outs often 
enough to realize that here was no ordi- 
nary case. There was something of the 
comatose, something more like the leth- 
argic unconsciousness of an anesthetic. I 
was distinctly at a loss either to describe 
it or to understand it. 

I looked carefully through the man’s 
pockets, but found nothing to help 1n iden- 
tifying him, Besides an empty coin purse 
there were only a few headless match- 
sticks, and, in the loose pocket of his coat, 
a bit of soiled paper, wadded tightly into 
a flat block. "This I transferred to my 
own pocket, intending to examine it thor- 
oughly when I should have opportunity. 

'The man remained in the same state of 
coma when the ambulance clanged its way 
off the busy highway and into the white 
graveled drive. In a few moments he was 
resting on the comfortable cot in the 
ambulance, and I took the chair at his 
side. I meant to keep a close watch on 
the man until I had learned what I de- 
sired to know as to his identity and prob- 
able motives, Later I would go again to 
Oak Terrace and endeavor to have a few 
words with the young lady. 

'The unknown man on the ambulance cot 
was at present the center of my puzzle- 
ment. Who was he, and what had been 
his errand at the home of Nina Lee Mon- 
roe? It didn't seem to me that the house- 
keeper's surmise that he was there for the 
purpose of kidnaping her charge could be 
the right one. He had appeared openly, 
as if determined to accomplish something 
definite—some deed which did not neces- 
sarily require caution or stealth. A kid- 
naper would work under cover, careful to 
keep his identity unknown. 

I felt that I was rather up against it. 
I had started out to learn whether or not 
the heart of the vanished Thomas Monroe 
had sheltered more than one love, and I 
had plumped up against a barricade, 
barbed with mysterious persons and ques- 
tions I seemed unable to answer. Even- 
tually, though, I would hurdle the barri- 
cade. I must not become impatient. 

I left my man in the surgeon's care at 
the hospital and went down to Police 
Headquarters, where I found the Chief 
courteous and helpful. I looked over the 
rogue’s gallery, but it did not contain the 
likeness of the man I had left at the hos- 
pital. 


EITHER did the Bureau of Missing 

Persons. In one or two cases there 
was some slight resemblance, but not 
enough, I thought, to warrant any investi- 
gation in that direction. 

I then directed my efforts to the sani- 
tariums located within a radius of fifty 
miles of the city. No luck there. No es- 
capes were reported. The man would 
probably die and the mystery of his iden- 
tity remain forever unsolved. 

I returned to the hospital and found the 
emergency ward where I had left my man, 
empty. A nurse told me then that he had 
been removed to the operating room, and 
that the surgeon had left a message re- 
questing me to come up. 

I took the elevator and was soon out- 
side the door of the operating room, In 
a few minutes the surgeon came out. 

“He had no chance whatever—" he be- 
gan. 


“You mean he is dead?" 1 interrupted. 


M ysteries 


The surgeon proceeded calmly, as if T 
had not broken in: “A fracture of the 
skull had partially mended, with a blood- 
clot underneath, which pressed a tender 
tissue and would have resulted in death in 
a short time, There was one chance out 
of five that the clot could be success- 
fully removed. I took the chance I think 
he will live. Did you find out where he 
belongs, or who he is?" 

I shook my head, feeling that the cold 
eyes of the surgeon were rating me a flat 
failure as an investigator. 

Suddenly, then, I remembered the shape- 
less wad of paper I had taken from the 
man's pocket. I spread it out carefully, but 
found that it had been water-soaked and 
the writing made illegible. With chem- 
icals procured from the hospital dis- 
pensary, I prepared a liquid that would 
make the ink-stains stand out more clearly. 

My best efforts made it possible to de- 
cipher only a few words. ‘The first was 
“Uncle”; the second was entirely obliter- 
ated. Then I spelled out “Mother dead,” 
followed a space of missing words, then 
"threatens"—"must have money this 
week," and indications of other missing 
words, but it was impossible to distinguish 
them. What had evidently been the signa- 
ture was now only a blur. 

But this was enough. I began to believe 
that I did know something about the man. 
I hurriedly dispatched a telegram to Mrs. 
Monroe. Then I went out to eat. 

That night I sat at the bedside of the 
sick man, waiting. But he didn't babble. 
He didn't talk at all. Toward morning he 
roused and looked inquiringly about. The 
nurse at once administered a sedative-and 
he fell asleep. In that short interval of 
consciousness, however, I had quickly 
noted that the frenzied look had gone 
from his eyes. The man was no longer 
insane, 


OWARD noon he awakened. Still 

drowsy, he looked unseeingly at the 
persons in the room, among them, his wife. 

Then, at a word softly spoken, in a 
woman's voice, he snapped into sudden in- 
terest. That word was—“Thomas!” 

“Edith,” he said, smiling weakly as Mrs. 
Monroe touched the bandage about his 
head, “they mighty near got me, didn’t 
they ?" 

'Then, as if it had taken place only the 
night before instead of two months pre- 
vious, he described the brutal attack on 
the lake shore road. He had been slugged, 
and then had known no more until the 
chilly waters of the lake restored him to 
consciousness—semi-consciousness, it must 
have been, since he was unable to give any 
account of his actions thereafter, up until 
that moment. 


The man had probably succeeded some- 
how in dragging himself out of the water 
where his assailants had thrown him, no 
doubt believing him dead. I had heard of 
cases where a blood-clot, sustained through 
a severe blow, or some other kind of 
shock, had caused the victim to lose his 
memory. But this was the first time I 
had come upon a case first hand. No one 
could possibly estimate the man’s suffering 
throughout those weeks while the blood- 
clot pressed upon his brain. It had been 
of intensity severe enough, however, to so 
change his appearance as to make him un- 
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recognizable to any save those who knew 
him intimately. 

Then a dark-eyed, dark-haired girl who 
had been sitting silently at the end of the 
room came to the side of the man's bed. 

"I am Nina Lee," she said quietly. 

Monroe regarded the girl approvingly. 
“T am your uncle Thomas, child, and this 
is your aunt Edith," he said. 

The girl looked from one to the other, 
nodding briefly. 

Then the man resumed: “It was your 
mother's father's orders, Nina Lee, that 
no person bearing the hated name of Mon- 
roe should come near you. He made your 
mother use her maiden name, and he was 
determined to bring you up as his own 
daughter. That's why we have, until now, 
been strangers. Your father, my brother, 
died shortly after your birth. His life 
insurance was left in my care, to become 
yours in a few weeks now—on your eigh- 
teenth birthday. But when I received your 
letter, saying your mother had died and 
that you were threatened with grave 
danger unless a certain debt was paid im- 
mediately, I drew on your heritage in ad- 
vance » 

“But I wrote no such letter," the girl 
broke in. 

A glance told me that Monroe under- 
stood the situation. 

“A well-laid scheme to get hold of that 
money," I commented. 

He nodded. “They got it all right, I 
guess." 





HE girl started up. “You mean you 
drew out that money to help me?" 

"Yes, I was bringing it to you Ten 
thousand dollars x 

'The thing seemed unbelievable, and yet 
it explained all that had happened. . Mon- 
roe had had, as he believed, a mission to 
fulfill. And he had persisted, albeit 
through the darkness of semi-conscious- 
ness, until he had reached the goal. In 
his half-dazed condition following the at- 
tack he probably could not, had he been 
asked, have named the task upon which 
his mind had been set. And the money, of 
course, was gone—but his legs had func- 
tioned more or less automatically in 
carrying him to his destination. He was 
guided, 1 suppose, by some remnant of 
reasoning power. I feel certain that he 
walked every step of the way. How the 
suffering man managed to obtain food to 
hold body and soul together—and how he 
managed to tramp those weary miles—is 
beyond my comprehension. 








UT I had a bit further to go before I 

should have fulfilled my own com- 
mission in the case. I had been asked to 
find whether or not there had been another 
woman besides his wife in Thomas Mon- 
roe’s heart. I couldn’t drop the matter 
now. A week or so later, when the pa- 
tient had been moved to his home in Cleve- 
land, I went to see Monroe alone and I 
showed him the memorandum book and 
the picture, asking if he claimed owner- 
ship. 

He shook his head. “Never saw either 
of them in my life,” he declared. 

“Well, then,” I persisted, “can you re- 
call exactly what kind of suit you wore 
the last day you spent in the Toledo office, 
before removing to Cleveland?” 

He thought a moment. “Why, yes. It 
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was blue serge. I discardcd the suit that 
night for a gray one. My wife packed the 
serge away and I haven't seen it since. 
What's the idea, anyway ?" 

"If you will ask Mrs. Monroe to bring 
me that suit, I think perhaps I can ex- 
plain the matter satisfactorily," I said. 

Just as I had expected, the coat and 
trousers were not mates, though both were 
of blue serge. 

“When you picked up somebody else's 
coat in your office in Toledo that day, it's 
rather queer you didn't notice the mis- 
take," I remarked. "Why, man, this coat 
is at least two sizes too small for you." 

Monroe grinned. “Maybe it's not so 
queer after all, Mr. Fox," he answered 
dryly, "considering that the day was beastly 
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hot, and I didn't put on the coat at all, 
but threw it on the seat and drove home 
in my shirt-sleeves." 

And that, it seemed, was that. 

As far as I know, the Ruth Eastland 
case is still down on the records as suicide. 

I did not try to track down the men who 
had robbed Monroe—I left that to the 
police. But the chase was not a hard one. 
'The note that I found directed suspicion 
to the household of Nina Lee, for it 
showed a close knowledge of her affairs. 
The actions of a new chauffeur caused 
him to be suspected; and a careful shadow- 
ing of him and his associates resulted in 
three arrests, followed by confessions. 
About $4,000 of the stolen money was re- 
covered. 


“Night-Life Polly" 


(Continued from page 27) 


tell the truth, I had somewhat exceeded 
my authority. But I was pleased with the 
way I had lined up the evidence. The 
lawyer's turn of mind is as strong in me 
as that of the detective, and I often wish 
I had studied for the bar. 

A few minutes later, an assistant district 
attorney arrived at the house, together 
with the captain of the precinct and a 
detective sergeant from Headquarters. 
Sigerson was questioned all over again, 
though nothing new was brought out. He 
was then placed under technical arrest and 
removed to the Tombs. 

Guilfoyle, Baker and I, before separat- 
ing, conducted an exhaustive search for 
the dagger with which the killing had been 
done. We failed to find it. 


HERE seemed to me little doubt that 

Gilbert Sigerson was the murderer. 
The newspapers had already hinted that 
there had been trouble between him and 
his wife, and that a divorce had been im- 
minent. He was a morbid, violent old 
man, who, failing to win the love of his 
child-bride and suspecting that she had 
married him for mercenary motives, was 
just the type to end the situation by de- 
stroying her. Mary Powell's admission 
that they quarreled frequently, that she 
had overheard them wrangling even before 
Polly retired to bed on the last night, 
could not be ignored by judge or jury. 
But it would be difficult to gather enough 
evidence to convict. The fatal dagger 
was all-important. Where had it been ob- 
tained? How had it been disposed of? 

Reflecting that the weapon was probably 
an antique, I had the inspiration to visit 
the studio in the West Sixties where 
Sigerson had once conducted his movie 
classes. The place was a top floor with 
skylight windows. During my earlier in- 
vestigation into the morals of the students, 
I had observed a storeroom in which 
theatrical “props” of all sorts were kept. I 
did not know whether these had been car- 
ried away since the closing of the school, 
but it was worth the time to find out. 

The janitor of the building, Abraham 
Friedman, informed me that Sigerson was 
still paying rent on the studio and that the 
furnishings had not been removed. z 

“Has Mr. Sigerson been here recently ?” 
I asked. 

“I haven't laid eyes on him for months. 


But he has keys, and can go and come 
when he chooses. I'd not be likely to 
see him,” replied Friedman. 

“Tve got to look through the studio. Let 
me in with your pass-key,” I demanded. 

Strictly speaking, I should have had a 
search-warrant. But I flashed my badge 
on the janitor, and it was enough to im- 
press him. 

The discovery I made in the storeroom 
of the abandoned school was decidedly 
interesting. The props included a dozen 
knives, dirks, and stilettos of ancient pat- 
terns. They lay on the top of a wooden 
chest, and the condition of the accumulated 
dust showed that they had lately been 
shuffled over. While there was no three- 
cornered dagger among them, what was 
more reasonable to suppose than that such 
a one had lately been removed from the 
heap by Sigerson himself? 


Y next move was to go to see Mrs. 
Caroline Benton, Polly’s mother, who, 
since the wedding, had lived in a luxurious 
apartment on West End Avenue maintained 
for her by Sigerson. I arrived at eleven 
o'clock, just as the earliest extras de- 
scribing the murder were being screamed 
by newsboys up and down all the streets 
of the neighborhood. I found the woman 
—naturally—in a hysterical state. She 
had been notified by telephone of her 
daughter’s death, but had lacked the cour- 
age to go and look at the body. A doctor 
was attending her. 
When it was made clear to her, how- 


- ever, that I was a detective from Head- 


quarters, she rallied surprisingly and took 
my breath away by trying to wreck my 
whole conception of the case. 

"You cops are putting the blame on 
Mr. Sigerson,” she shouted. "It's a wicked 
lie to say he killed my Polly. He loved 
her." 

"We aren't accusing anybody as yet," I 
replied soothingly. "We're looking for 
the facts. Can you help?" 

"[ tell you Mr. Sigerson is no mur- 
derer." 

"It's fine to be loyal to your son-in-law, 
Mrs. Benton. But you can't deny that he 
and Polly quarreled a lot." 

“Only because she was a baby who 
didn't understand about married life. That's 
no reason to say he'd kill her." 

"Do you suspect any one else?" 
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"Why don't you go after those girls 
who were jealous because Mr. Sigerson 
married Polly?" she countered. “I’m not 
saying who they were. I don't want to 
be arrested myself. But I'll talk when the 
proper time comes." 

And in the obtuse way of ignorant peo- 
ple, she stubbornly refused to be specific 
about anything, while persisting in mak- 
ing vague accusations against unnamed 
girls and, indeed, against the whole popu- 
lation of New York City, excepting Gilbert 
Sigerson. 

I did not put much stock in her raving. 
My judgment of her character led me to 
think that she defended Sigerson because 
she shrank from what she regarded as a 
monstrous disgrace.’ To have lost her 
daughter was bad enough, but to be con- 
vinced that Polly had been murdered by 
the aged husband to whom she had prac- 
tically sold her would be ten times worse. 

Nevertheless, by the time I met Guil- 
foyle and Baker later in the day to com- 
pare notes, I had decided it would be well 
to check up on Helen Costigan and Ger- 
trude Heinholz, the two ex-protégées who 
were suing the millionaire for breach of 
promise. 


Y colleagues had nothing valuable to 

report. We arranged that Guilfoyle 
should interview the girls mentioned above, 
that Baker should work through contact 
with the servants of the Sigerson house- 
hold, and that I should concentrate on the 
clue of the missing dagger. 

But a detective’s life is full of surprises. 
Events broke in such a way that our 
plans were entirely disorganized. 

Early the next morning, one of those 
voluntary witnesses who are a feature of 
every murder mystery, appeared at Head- 
quarters, in the person of Selma Todd, a 
hostess. at a Broadway dance hall. This 
woman had an important story to tell, and 
it was confirmed by the testimony of a 
dancing instructor she brought along with 
her. 

Three days before, Helen Costigan 
had publicly threatened Polly Benton, The 
girl's rage had attracted the attention of 
those near—and they later remembered 
her threat. The incident took place on 
the floor of the dance hall, where the 
two girls had apparently met by accident. 
Polly was being escorted by a youth un- 
known to the establishment. Helen had 
spoken to them and, to quote the hostess, 
Polly had “high-hatted” her former rival. 
She had smiled contemptuously and turned 
her shoulder without replying. 

“The Costigan girl started to use bad 
language, calling Mrs. Sigerson a ‘gold- 
digger’ and a ‘love-thief’ and worse,” 
Selma Todd declared. “Mrs. Sigerson 
answered then, but I couldn't make out 
what she said. 'I hate you and I'm going 
to kill you, so help me God!’ said the 
Costigan girl." 

Now, when a murder case is being built 
up on circumstantial evidence, a threat 
made in advance of the crime simply can- 
not be ignored. The moment we were 
through with Miss Todd, the Chief of the 
Homicide Bureau turned to me and 
ordered: 

“Kinsella, drop everything, and go bring 
in Helen Costigan.” 

I ventured to remark that Guil- 
foyle was supposed to be on her trail 
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that morning, but the Chief shook his 
head. 
"Never mind about that. You go get 


her," he repeated. 

An entry in my note-book reminded me 
that the girl, who was an orphan, had 
roomed on Lexington Avenue near 100th 
Street at the time of my first investiga- 
tion. I hurried up there, rang the bell, 
and asked for her. The landlady stared 
at me for a good many seconds before 
replying. 

"Yes, Helen Costigan still has a room 
here,” she admitted slowly at last. “But 
she hasn't been home since the day before 
yesterday." 

"Do you know where she works?" 

“She had a job in a furniture shop on 
Third Avenue.” The woman gave me 
the address. “But I’ve telephoned there. 
They haven't seen her, neither.” 

Only then did I begin to give weight to 
the possibility that Helen might have been 
the slayer of Polly Benton. The threat 
uttered in the dance hall had not con- 
vinced me. I had put it down to shallow 
feminine spite. But she had not slept at 
home the night of the murder. She was 
hiding out. That looked pretty bad. 

I formed a mental picture of the girl. 
She had done rough work all her life 
and was strong. I remembered having 
noticed what muscular forearms she had. 
She was physically capable of dealing a 
powerful stab with a knife. And her hair 
was a dark yellow. The hair I had found on 
the curtain might have fallen from the 
head of the maid, Mary Powell, as she 
went about her work, but it might equally 
well have been left by Helen Costigan if 
she had crawled through the window and 
brushed the curtain in passing. 

“We need that girl down-town as a 
witness,” I said bluntly, showing my cre- 
dentials to the landlady. “Will you let 
me search her room without making a 
fuss about it?” 

Whether the woman guessed I was 
working on the Benton case, I do not 
know. Without a word of comment, she 
turned and led me up-stairs. 

The contents of Helen's trunk and 
bureau drawers furnished me with only 
one clue—but it was of great interest. I 
discovered a set of photographic prints, 
showing Sigerson's movie class in re- 
hearsal costumes. One of these "stills," 
as they are called professionally, was a 
close-up of Helen Costigan, dressed as 
a gypsy, about to launch a mimic attack 
upon another girl In her upraised right 
hand she held a three-cornered dagger! 


T was practically certain that this was a 

picture of the very weapon which had 
later been used on Polly. The opportunity 
to study it was precious. The blade was 
about eight inches long, and the grooved 
side, which faced outward in the photo, 
had a very fine chasing around the edges. 
A round knob topped the hilt. 

Here was visible proof that Helen was 
familiar with the dagger. The idea that 
it could be employed to kill had been put 
into her head by her work before the 
camera. She had had excellent chances 
to steal it. Where was it now, however? 
And where was she? 

I took a taxicab over to the Third 
Avenue furniture shop. The proprietor 
confirmed the statement that she had not 


reported for work for two days. But 
it was then Saturday, and the help re- 
ceived their wages at noon. 

“T expect she'll be dropping in to collect 
her money," he said. "There's four days’ 
pay coming to her." 

I felt there was a fifty-fifty chance that 
she'd run that risk, since she was probably 
short of cash. So I sat and waited in an 
inconspicuous place behind the cashier's 
desk. 

At ten minutes past twelve, Helen 
Costigan walked into the store. I allowed 
her to get her money and leave quietly, 
myself at her heels. I have seldom seen 
any one turn as white as she did when I 
took her by the arm, half-way down the 
block. She recognized me instantly. 

“Oh, my God! I didn't kill Polly," she 
gasped. 

"Well, where were you the night she 
was killed ?" 

"I— I went to a show on Broadway," 
she stammered. 

“Shows don't last much beyond eleven 
o'clock. Where did you go afterwards? 
Why were you away from home all 
night?” 

The girl fell into a mulish silence from 
which it was impossible to shake her, 
even after I had taken her down-town and 
she had been put through a stiff grilling. 
She as good as acknowledged that she 
had no alibi, and although, of course, she 
persisted in her contention that she was 
not a murderess, we all felt that a little 
more detective work would result in pin- 
ning the crime on. her. 


pon got that Benton case listed in my 
diary as “The Case of the Tangled 
Clues.” My luck in finding the photo- 
graph showing the dagger, as well as my 
quick success in arresting Helen Costigan, 
had made me quite pleased with myself. 
I enjoyed in advance the lion’s share of 
the credit, and I dreamed of promotion. 
But my satisfaction was short-lived. 

Late in the afternoon, Guilfoyle came 
in with a prisoner whose significance at 
once overshadowed the two other suspects. 
He was Thomas Shaw, identifed as the 
youth who had been Polly Benton’s escort 
at the dance hall on the occasion of her 
quarrel with the Costigan girl. Shaw had 
been arrested at his home in Brooklyn and 
on the premises had been found a three- 
cornered dagger stained with blood. 

I was not present when Guilfoyle made 
his report to the chief, but I got hold of 
him immediately afterwards. 

“How on earth did you connect Shaw 
with the case?” I demanded. 

“Sigerson himself put us wise to him,” 
he answered. “It was after you went out 
this morning. Sigerson said this here 
Shaw had been Polly’s boy friend before 
she was married. He said she was damn 
fool enough to keep on seeing Shaw, 
though the kid had threatened to ‘get 
her’ unless she'd agree to run away with 
him." 

“Did Sigerson know about the rumpus 
at the dance hall?" 

"He sure did—mentioned 
being asked. Polly had told him the story. 
He said, ‘Helen Costigan's threats were-a 
lot of hot air, but that Shaw boy is a 
bad one. So I was sent out after Shaw, 
and I got him.” 


it without 


ascinating 
Womanhood 


This is the title of a book 
that will teach you how 
to gain the interest and 
make yourself attractive 
to the man of your choice. 
It explains the psychology 
of the male mind by show- 
ing you how it works. 
You do not need to be 
lonely any longer. You 
can win home and 
husband and be happy, 
once you are master of 
the psychology which 
this book teaches. Cut out this ad, write your 
name and address on the margin and mail to us 
with 10 cents and the little book, “Secrets of 
Fascinating Womanhood,” outlining these revela- 
tions, will be sent you postpaid. No embarrass- 
ment—the plain wrapper keeps your secret, 
Send your dime today. 


THE PSYCHOLOGY PRESS 
3906 Easton Ave., St. Louis, Mo., Dept. 79-J. 


Dancing Panties 
Ye silk, 


Sensation 


S. “ay 






















A specially designed, delightful, dainty garment 
for those who dance., Became a favorite over- 
night with Broadway" artest night-club seta. 
New—chie—richly n low in price.  Luxure 
iant crepe de chine; nile, peach, orchid, flesh, 
maize, white: 4 georgette ruffles; rosebud bows. 
Length 19, 21 or 23 in. Pay postman only $3.50 
plus few cents postaceondelivery. You must ba 
delizhted!—or money back. State hip size, 
length and color wanted. Orde r now direct 








fro; 
‘LEADER SE ae co. 
ept 





Many average $75 n week showing women our ever 
eatching, money-saving line of imported and domes: 
tic fabrics. Large repeat sales. 1000 samples and 


selling instructions furnished. Men and women 
wanted on either part or full time. Complete details 
froo Write 






The National Importin 


Dept. W-38. 573 Broadway, D. 


. Y.C. 





$ 1 140 to $3000 Year 


Steady positions, Strikes, poor business or politics will 
not affect them, 
PICK YOUR JOB 
Railway Postal Clerks get $1,900 the first year, being 
paid on the first and fifteenth of each month. ‘Their 
pay is rapidly increased, the maximum being $2,700 a 
year. While away from home they get hotel allowance. 


PAID VACATIONS 


They have a yearly vacation of 15 working days (about 
18 days). On runs they usually work 3 days and have 


3 days off duty or in the same proportion. During this 





off duty and vacation their pay continues just as when 
working. When they grow old, they are retired with a 
pension. They travel on a while on duty, and 


have a wonderful chance to see country. 


City Mail Carriers—Post Office Clerks 
Clerks and Carriers now get $1,700 the first te. 
year on regular and automatically increase 
pos Pu to $2,100 and $2,300. They also 
have 15 days' paid vacation. City resi- ^ Franklin 
dence i» unnecessary. P Institute 
e 
GENERAL CLERKS V^ Rochester, N- Y- 
Open tọ men and women 18 or over 


Rush to me free of 
$1,140 to $1.800 a year. Cleri- A eiue (D m full de 
cal work in the government 


ription of the position 
checked; (2) Free copy o 
departments at Washington, D. C. 

and throughout the country. O at. 


32-page book "How to Get 
B. Government Job." 

GET FREE LIST 

OF POSITIONS ,,* 


7 


^ í General Clerk (51120: 
G ) ade gt $1199 


1 

2 
Offic: 17 2300 
Postal Clerk ( ($1200. 90- $000 00; 


d il OR in 
Fill out jon’ tong ( Prohibition Agent = - 
day — now, at a 
quem Name... eee e esesesesoessees us DP 
oa 
SP CMS TOR ac ony 0 S64 s eE poneaveepabiaunnte . 
P d Use This Coupon Betore You Mistay it 


True Detective 


M ysteries 


“Can he account for his movements on 
the night of the murder?" 

“He cannot. Says he went to Coney 
Island in his car, and got home late. But 
the family didn't hear him come in, nor 
yet go out the next morning. "They didn't 
see him until noon.” 

“Where did you find the dagger?” 

“In some tall grass near the backyard 
fence.” 


COMPARISON of the dagger with 

the one in the picture I had found, 
indicated that they were one and the same. 
Possession of this weapon certainly made 
Thomas Shaw appear to be the guilty per- 
son. I thought so myself, though the case 
was not iron-clad as yet. His alibi would 
have to be checked up, and the facts ar- 
rayed in such a way that a confession 
might be forced from him. 

I wonder what the reader's opinion is 
at this point. Perhaps he has the same 
doubts that assailed me after I had slept 
another night over the Polly Benton mur- 
der. 'There was much that was still ob- 
scure in the motives and actions of the 
three suspects. 

Old Sigerson had had sole access in re- 
cent weeks to the studio where the dagger 
had been obtained. Helen Costigan knew 
about the weapon, and might have stolen 
it earlier in the game. It had been found, 
nevertheless, at the home of ‘Thomas 
Shaw, who had never been connected with 
the movie classes or the studio. 

All three had possible motives for wish- 
ing to kill Polly Benton. Was one guilty 
and the others innocent? Or, was it pos- 


sible that Helen Costigan and Thomas 
Shaw were confederates? Perhaps—espe- 
cially in view of the coincidence that 


neither of them could satisfactorily explain 
their whereabouts on the night of the kill- 
ing. Yet Helen was supposed to have 
hated Polly because she had married 
Sigerson, while Shaw loved her. The boy 
might have murdered her on his own 
account, but it was wrong psychology to 
imagine that he would have cold-bloodedly 
accepted the help of a jealous enemy of 
hers. Rancors so different in origin are 
never pooled. 

I feared that no matter who might be 
convicted on circumstantial evidence in 
this affair, there would be grave danger 
of a miscarriage of justice. So I decided 
to go at the case all over again. 

“Suppose,” I said to myself, “there had 
been no hint of a three-cornered dagger 
in the evidence. Suppose Gilbert Siger- 
son had been a lily-white husband, and the 
names of Helen Costigan and ‘Thomas 
Shaw had never been mentioned. How 
would I have set about finding the unknown 
slayer?” 

I mulled over the few clues I had noted 
in Polly’s bedroom. And suddenly it came 
to me that we had all failed to give suf- 
ficient importance to the crumpled, cof- 
fee-stained paper napkin found on the 
floor. Why, it was not at all likely that 
a cheap paper napkin would have been 
used in a millionaire's home! Sigerson 
possessed an ample stock of linen napkins. 


HE theory rapidly formed itself in 
my mind, that the murderer, on his way 
to commit the crime, had stopped in some 
restaurant, presumably near the house. 
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True Detective Mysteries 


after wiping his mouth, had 
nervously slipped the paper napkin into 
his pocket as people often do when they 
are thinking of something else. It had 
fallen unnoticed to the carpet, as the killer 
stooped over Polly's body. 

That the above could be proved was, of 
course, a mighty long chance. But I was 
encouraged by the fact that the paper 
napkin was of a peculiar pattern, stamped 
with interlocked horseshoes and edged in 
blue. 

I took a subway to the vicinity of 
Sigerson's home and made a careful can- 
vass of the lunchrooms near by. There 
were only two all-night places within a 
reasonable distance. I had no luck at the 
first one. "The second set my heart to 
jumping, for I had no sooner entered it 
than I saw a pile of napkins of precisely 
the pattern I was seeking. 

The night attendant of the week before 
was now on day duty, so I lost no time 
in locating him. He proved to be a slow- 
witted German who experienced the 
greatest difficulty in remembering as be- 
tween one night and another. But I 
worked hard on him, and he finally 
straightened himself out. 

"Ya, ya!" he said. “Now I sow: Dot 
was the night my baby to home was sick." 

"All right. Can you tell me whether 
you had any customers in here between 
three and four in the morning?" 

"The slowest hour of the night! 
should be easy," he commented 
“Ya, ya! One man only was in. 
a very nervous fellow." 

"You are sure there was 
here?” 

“No—no woman. Just one man.” 

I did not ask him for a description. 
Instead, I handed him pictures of Siger- 
son and Shaw. “Was it either of these?” 

“Ya,” he replied without the least hesita- 
tion, “The old gentleman, it was. I 
couldn't help noticing him. A nicely 
dressed gentleman with a soft voice, but 
nervous as hell." 

This shifting of the whole burden of 
suspicion back on to the shoulders of Gil- 
bert Sigerson staggered me considerably. 
I could see how events might have broken, 
however, and I hastened to try out my 
theory. I returned to Headquarters, and 
with the permission of those above me I 
put the millionaire through a brief third 
degree of my own. 

“Sigerson, you have sworn that the night 
your wife was murdered you leít her at 
midnight, went to bed, and slept until you 


Dot 
slowly. 
He was 


no woman 


were awakened and told that she was dead. 





In making that statement, you lied," I as- 
serted bluntly. 
E drew himself up.  *How dare 
you 


"What's the use of bluffing?” I cut in. 
“You'd decided to kill Polly, but the job 
was hard on your nerves and you went 
out for a walk between three and four in 
the morning. The man in charge of the 
Cosmos Lunchroom has told how you 
dropped in there for a cup of coffee. This 
is the napkin you used. I found it beside' 
Polly's body." And I held up the clue on 
which I was gambling. 

Sigerson paled to a ghastly white. “That 
proves nothing,” he managed to say, “ex- 
cept that you're trying to railroad me.” 

"Doesn't it? The napkin is covered with 
finger-prints of yours." 

He broke down then and confessed. 
There had been no finger-prints, really, on 
the napkin, but the assertion had seemed 
fatally plausible to him. 

His earlier attempt to plant the crime 
on Thomas Shaw had been part of a care- 
fully worked-out plot, he adinitted. He 
had himself driven out to Brooklyn the 
night before the murder and thrown a 
dagger into Shaw's backyard. 

“T had two of those three-cornered dag- 
gers—exact duplicates," he said. "I stained 
the on» intended for Shaw with blood from 
a cut on my own cheek, made while shav- 
ing." 

"Where is the weapon with which you 
killed Polly ?"- 

“I dropped it from my bedroom window 
into an ash can standing on the sidewalk. 
'The street cleaners took it safely away at 
dawn." 

The most curious side-issue of the trial 
that sent Sigerson to the electric chair, was 
the confession wrung from Helen Costi- 
gan. She was a bad little egg who had 
been out with a "boy-friend" the night of 
the murder, and had then hidden out be- 
cause she feared she would be accused of 
murdering Polly, whom she had openly 
threatened. 

Had I not obtained the dope on Siger- 
son, however, Helen could never have 
saved her skin by telling her perfectly 
true story. For her boy-íriend had been 
none other than Thomas Shaw, and the 
finding of the dagger would have placed 
the murder on him and made her an acces- 
sory to the crime, 

Such are the perils of circumstantial 
evidence. 
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more you read about them the less you 
know and the more anxious you are to play 
them—and go broke. Tell me, who's that 
fellow over there in the corner, mooning ?" 
Ivory laid the paper on the table and 
turned around so that he could see. 
"Him? Oh, he's all right, Gil. He's a 
good, steady feller—stone-cutter. Got a 
job in the marble-works right down here 
on Webster Avenue, so he told me. 
Quiet guy ; minds his own business, has his 
little glass of cider going home of an 
evening, and that's the last you hear of 


him that day. He's in one day, misses a 
day or two, and then maybe in again, like 
that, ever since I opened the joint." 


Old Gil accepted Ivory's explanation 
without comment, as did the others. ‘They 
were undemonstrative and, except for 


banter and exchange of experiences among 
themselves, they were untalkative. 

But this time Hymie the Hyper—so 
called because his game was “hyping,” 
short-changing—wasn’t satisfied, 

"What's the matter with the goof now, 
Ivory? Did he bring a load of hard stuff 


Ery 







Many earn $100.00 a week and up by 
my plan which I want to send you 
at once; Be your own boss, work 
where and when you like. You can 
do fine even without previous experi- 
ence. Biggest values—positively 
sell on sight. 


Profits in Advan 
My plan pays biggest profits j 
and commissions in this line, all 


paid in advance, we attend to 
delivering orders and collections, 


Sell Axe Tailoring 


Astonishing values get orders easy when you show 
samples of our tailored to order, all wool, suits and 
= e O'coats—one price $31.50. 

A Our advertising helps 

|. you take orders quick. 





















This big, fine sample out- 
fit furnished free, con- 
tains 100 all wool big 
samples, all one price 
$31.50, fine colored 
fashions, stationery, 
supplies, tape, etc. 
All in classy, fine 
carrying case. Also 
complete sales 
manual; we 
place you in 


W. Z. GIBSON, Inc., o iit, 
161 West Harrison St., pt. J-590 
Please send me your plan for $100 a week and up, also 
FREE outfit and sales manual, 


SENSATIONAL SALE « 


est. 
Sat quality 
, ETE SEND — aii]. 

- FREE TRIAL 


2: Josef Goomriter (Me 

Typewriting Course, Tools, 
now. Write orst, For Special 
Offerand free typewriter manual. 
er Sales Corp., 


Smith Typewrit 
w 619-360 E. Grand Av. Chicago 












4 = 
aua I ACC 


OLID gold effect case $ , 
guaranteed 25 years. 
Richly engraved, Railroad mode] 


with famous Leanard Regulator. 
Adjusted for absolute accuracy, 





Backed by million dollar factory. 
SEND NO MONEY £22, v: ap oa 
price $3.87 and postage on arri- d Knife. Also 


b! 4 
M Vr , 
val Money back guaranteed. Ring if seo aoe NOWI 


LEY N473 NEW TON.M 
If You Are A 


MAN 


of the name and not afraid to 
work, I'll bet you $50 that you can't 
work for us 30 days and earn less 
than $200. Think I'm bluffing? Then 
answer tile ad and OD 
ings for Managers. "Won- 

der Box” sells on sight. 


TOM WALKER 


DEPT.2 PITTSBURGH, PA. 










True Detective Mysteries 


in here, thinking he can sleep it off?" 

"If he's drunk, then I'm the ghost oí 
William Jennings Bryan. Looks to me like 
he's all broke up over something—maybe 
lost a sweetie and won't learn to let 
women alone." 

Here Ivory cast a sidelong glance at old 
Gil, to see how he took the last remark. 
For Ivory, that was a wise-crack that held 
the wisdom of years of experience. Old 
Gil merely smiled and blew a cloud of 
smoke toward the ceiling. 

“What's his name?" Izzy wanted to 
know. 

“George Washington Alabaster Zurch, 
for all I know,” replied Ivory as he left 
the table to take a look into the cash- 
drawer in the next room. 

Three minutes or more went by, and 
Ivory's efforts to increase the total of his 
money by counting and recounting it had 
met with no success. The cash on hand 
amounted to six dollars and forty cents, 
and none of Ivory's schemes of high finance 
could make it a cent more, He slammed 
the drawer shut, and sat down with his 
paper again. 

The street door opened, and Ivory turned 
to see what new client—as he called his 
patrons—had come to swell his profits. 


Lee in the panels of the swinging 
door stood a woman delicate of feature, 
decidedly easy to look at. In other cir- 
cumstances the men in the stube would 
have thought her pretty beyond the average, 
and would have lost no time taking a 
second glance. But now they were moved 
only to pity. 

For a moment the woman stood hesitant, 
while she dabbed the rims of her eyes with 
a handkerchief. Then, seeing Ivory 
seated at a table, she walked toward him. 
Even before she came up close, Ivory 
noticed that the third finger of the hand 
that held the handkerchief was circled with 
a plain gold band. 

All other conversation stopped when the 
woman said to Ivory: 

“Are you Mr. O'Toole?” 

“Yes, ma'am.” 

“Have you seen Jim—Mr. Callahan?” 

"Can't say as I know who Jim is," re- 
plied Ivory. And he spoke the truth. He 
had never heard the name. 

“Oh, you must know him. He stops in 
here quite often. He's spoken of you 
many times, Mr. O'Toole. He thinks very 
highly of you." 

Ivory heard a scraping of chairs in the 
the back room. Several heads turned. 

The man who had sat “mooning” jumped 
to his feet, and rushed wild-eyed toward 
the front room. Old Gil, who had been 
quick to sense a connection between the 
man and the woman as soon as he heard 
the woman's voice, leít his chair and 
caught Callahan by the shoulder. 
stone-cutter was powerfully built, but old 
Gil held him easily. 

A man as wise as Gil Hawkins waits 
until he understands a situation before he 
allows it to come to a head—whenever he 
gets the chance. It was not in his nature 
to allow Callahan to rush headlong into he 
knew not what. He held the stone-cutter 
steady, and clamped a hand over the 
fellow's mouth, while he waited to hear 
what would follow in the room outside. 

Ivory saw the struggle in the back room, 
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but the woman missed it. 
fixed on Ivory. 

"You must know Jim," the woman went 
on. "He's about as tall as I am and he's 
always in his working clothes when he 
comes here. Have you seen him to-day ?" 

Ivory followed Gil Hawkins' lead, and 
played dumb. 

"Oh, yes," he said. 
mean now. Stone-cutter ?" 

"Yes!" The woman seemed to throw 
off a physical weight. “Has he been here 
today ?" 

"No, ma'am. 
nearly a week." 

"Oh!" "The shoulders slumped, the body 
swayed as if the woman were about to fall. 
“Oh, Mr. O'Toole,” she said, speaking in 
a low tone, "if he comes in, will you send 
him home? I don't care about the money— 
but I'm worried about him. What if he's 
been killed or hurt? Oh, he may be needing 
me this very second, and I—I don't even 
know where he is!" 

Ivory is chary of women in any circum- 
stances. He is overshy. Just now he 
spoke the only thought in his mind: 

“That sure is tough!” 

The woman sobbed once—a broken, dry 
intake of breath—then quickly she turned 
away and disappeared through the folding 
doors. 

“There's a real woman!” Eddie declared 
simperingly. “If only my missus was like 
that, now, I'd be at my club right this 
minnit sippin' champagne in my soup an' 
fish, 'stead o' drinkin' Ivory's cider. But 
it's good cider at that." And he tilted his 
glass. 

"You christened the cat's pet canary, 
brother,” Izzy told Callahan. The tension 
in the room relaxed. 

Ivory lost no time getting into the back 
room. 

Old Gil stood before a chair, where he 
had plumped down his captive. 

"Fine specimen you are, to worry a 
woman like that," he was saying. "She's 
a thoroughbred, she is. What kind of a 
snake are you, anyway? Come on—don't 
snivel. What is this all about ?" 

Gil Hawkins stands a good five feet ten. 
His ample girth seems to enhance his 
height, giving the impression of great 
physical strength, which indeed he has. 
Few men take chances with him when he's 
stirred out of his customary calmness of 
manner, and Callahan was no exception. 

"[ haven't done a thing," he said, with 
a show of spirit. "Only I'm in a jam— 
I'm at the end of my rope, that's all. I was 
ready to kill you a minute ago, but I ought 
to thank you for not letting her see me." 

“Your wife, isn't she?" 

"Yes, And there's not a better woman 
alive." 


Her eyes were 


"I know who you 


I haven't seen him in 


FORMED my own opinion as to that 

when I heard her talk. What did she 
mean when she said she didn't care about 
the money? What money? Have you 
taken anything from her, you x 

“I don’t see what business it is of yours. 
Just let me and my affairs alone. Who do 
you think you are, to—” 

“It's my business to set a thing right 
when I see it's wrong, and it's every man's 
business to help a woman when she's in 
trouble." 

Callahan searched Gil steadily from a 
pair of small, steady eyes. 





"You can't do anything about this," he 
said. "I'm sunk, and that's all there is to 
it I can't go home, and I have nowhere 
else to go. Best thing for me to do is to 
find the river and end the mess." 

“Any more talk like that and I'll hit you 
a crack that'll break your jaw. I'll 
give you something to cry about. Where's 
your backbone? You must be first cousin 
to a jelly-fish. No more nonsense. What's 
the trouble?" 

Hymie and Izzy and stout Eddie Gorman 
had come up close with Ivory. Callahan 
scanned their faces and read sympathy 
rather than antagonism in them. Re- 
assured, he ran the back of his hand across 
his mouth, then told them: 

“My wife and I are about to buy a 
house. Or, at least, we were. Been saving 
for it these ten years back. Last week I 
met a fellow who knew about it. He told 
me he had a sure way for me to double my 
money within seven days." 

Callahan paused, and Gil gave a sig- 
nificant glance toward the group. 


"What was this bird's proposition?" he 
asked. 
"He was a play producer. Said he had 


a vaudeville act all ready, with bookings 
arranged, but he needed capital to buy 
costumes and pay salaries to his company, 
and a lot besides. Anyway, without telling 
my wife, for I wanted to surprise her, I 
drew our money out oí the bank last 
Thursday—three thousand dollars—and let 
him have it. He was to meet me this 
morning and give me back my three 
thousand, with another twenty-five hundred 
Íor saving him his act. He didn't show up, 
and when I checked him up I found-he 
never had an act, and he's not known to 
any of the booking-agents in town." 

Old Gil shook his head. 

“You birds who live on the level never 
will learn to be satisfied with six per cent. 
on your money. You should know that any 
proposition that promises a killing is 
crooked. Why, this is as plain as if I 
had been in with you írom the go-off. 
'This bird is a petty-larceny thief, a low 
order of con man. He took you for all 
you had." 


*T BLAME myself for not looking him 

up before I gave him my money, but 
he was introduced to me by a man who 
used to work at the marble-yard——”" 

"Don't blame yourself. If you'd looked 
him up, hed have given you good 
credentials. That's part of his game. But 
get to the point—what about your wife?" 

Callahan brought one hand up to his 
forehead; with the other doubled into a 
tight fist he thumped the table-top so that 
Ivory started. The owner of the cider 
palace expected to see his table in splinters 
when he heard the blow. 

“That’s where it hurts,” said Callahan, 
“We were to make the first payment on 
our house to-morrow. She found out what 
I had done when she looked into the bank- 
book this morning. I had to tell her the 
truth—and when I found I'd been swindled, 
I couldn't face her. I couldn't — Why, 
we've done without clothes, and shows, and 
all the things a woman craves, just so we 
could save for our home—and now it's all 
gone!” 

“You'll never see that money again. And 
the chances are that you'll never meet the 
guy who got away with it.” 
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True Detective 


Old Gil leít the table, nudging Eddie 
Gorman to follow him. Off to one corner, 
out of ear-shot, Gil said to Eddie: 

"Well, we can feel proud of ourselves, 
we can," he said. "We're grifters, it's true, 
Eddie. But we never yet have taken a 
dollar from a man who didn't show us he 
was ready to take ours. We've never gone 
after a man who showed us he was on the 
level. Why, that poor sap over there is 
as honest as the day is long. Good, steady, 
hard-working man. The crook who took 
him didn't make a play with a clever 
scheme. He just robbed the man. I'd just 
like to have him here for a few minutes. 
I'd choke the life out of him. I have an 
idea who it was, and I'm going after him 
with some real confidence-game that will 
take every dollar he has. But that's not 
the point now. Eddie, you're thinking the 
same thing I am, aren't you—about that 
little woman?" Eddie nodded. Both 
knew that there was but one thing to do. 

“Nothing else to do, Gil. We'll make up 


a purse and save the home for her. That 
what you mean?” 
“I knew you were there, Eddie. I’m 


starting with five yards.” 

“And here’s five more.” 

Each of the stout old grifters took out a 
bank roll of staggering size, and counted 
off several bills. Gil knew he’d make up 
the five hundred he was donating, the next 
time he went after a sucker. And five 
hundred meant little to Eddie, the race- 
track book-maker. 


to know. 

“All the boys will want to get in. You 
better save the poor simp’s pride by getting 
him out of here, Eddie. Take him for a 
walk. Tell him the air will do him good, 
and hand him a cheerful line of talk. 
While you're gone, I'll talk to the other 
boys." 

So it was arranged. Old Gil had the 
thousand dollars, the nucleus of a home for 
Mrs. Callahan, in his pocket. Eddie went 
over to Callahan and whispered in his ear, 
'The two left the place together. 

“What do you say?” asked old Gil, as he 
motioned the others to join him at the 
table they had vacated. 

Hymie the Hyper and Ivory followed 
him over. 

"Where's Izzy?" he asked, missing the 
little pickpocket. 

"That's funny. He was here a minute 
ago, Hymie volunteered. “I guess his 
bank roll is not very strong." 

“He could do his bit," replied old Gil. 
“T’m surprised that anyone should run out 
in a case of this kind." 

Ivory had walked outside and looked up 
and down the street. 

"Can't see him," he reported as he re- 
turned. 

"Well, boys, you know a good, steady 
man has been taken by a dirty cur who 
hasn't brains enough to trim the people who 
are out to rob him. And this Callahan's 
loss means just about everything to that 
fine little lady who was in here to-night. 
Eddie and I have started a fund to make 
good their loss, with five hundred each. 
What do you say ?" 

Both made their contributions, and sums 
of various sizes were also solicited from 
“Honest Willie" Wittick, Artie Rybeck, 
the card-sharp, Harry Regan, the “wire- 


Mysteries 


a OW about the others?” Eddie wanted 


99 


Play the 


HAWAIIAN GUITAR 











lar / 


^ «i 
Play all the latest 4 
hits 

Be 
the most popular 
member of four set. 
Getin on alíthegood 
times. Entertain your 
friends—or pey pro- 
fessionally. Be in dce 
mand everywhere, 
We will help you. 


with Genuine Seal Grain 


Fabrikoid Cover 


This sweet-toned Hawalian Guitar would 
cost you at least $15in any store without 
the Fabrikoid Case. We give you 
the entire outfit free when you enroll, 
including picks, steel playing bar, etc. 
Nothing tobuy—everything furnished, 


Learn in Spare Time 
at Home 


Study when you like—as long 
Va as you like. Even if you don't 
know one note from another, 
our method is so plain and 
easy—you begin a piece your 
first lesson. In anhour you 


j can play it! 
7, Famous Native: 
*- HawaiiansTeach You 


World famous Dlayere—Kolomoku, Kalaluki, Ferera 
and Seville—quickly teach you the secrets of this fas- 
cinatinginstrument. Complete Conservatory Course. 
52 complete printed lessons. Nothing omitted. Pictures 
explain every move. And no matter how little you know 
about music you can positively learn to play by ouv 
plain, casy, picture method. 


Only 4 Motions to Learn 


Then you can play any music—popular songs, classical, 

old-time melodies, native Hawaiian_airs—or real jazz— 

separately or with accompaniment. You'll never be lone- 

sours after you learn to play on this beautiful Hawaiian 
uitar. 


Pay as You Play OurWrittenGuarantee 


We make it easy for you. You We guarantee in writing to teach 

start an: Se witha smell ficat you, 45, Ana pea Drs 
'ment-thet yw e learn- we coach ani ivi te: 

Ing. Write for liberal offer. graduation mo extra cost, iir 


TENOR BANJO and = Tiple, Tenor Guitar, 

Ukulele, Ukuleie under well Errem etn Wate n ando 
FIRST HAWAIIAN CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC, INC. 
9thFloor. Woolworth Bidg., Dept. 446 New York, N. Y, 


Approved as a Correspondence School Under the 
Laws of the State of New York 


ACT! Mail This Popularity Coupon NOW?! 


€ an am am an am am e a ac Wa an au eo am em» am am am an omo 
FIRST HAWAIIAN CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC. Inc. 

9th Floor, Woolworth Bidg., Dept. 446 New York, N. Y. 
Ri Jl full information about 52- awaiian Guitar 
Course. Tam not obliged to enroll uniees 1 want tov 


N 








State . 


BE A DETECTIVE 


Earn Big Money. Work home or travel. Make 
secret investigations. Fascinating work. Excellent 
opportunity. Experience unnecessary. Particulars 
free. Write, GEORGE D.WAGNER, 

2190 Broadway, New York. 


WHY ENVY THE GIRL? 
when you can surpass her Pees by devel- 
oping MAGNETISM, HEALTH, SEXUALITY, 
CHARM, PERSONALITY, and sway men's 
Emotions. Sexual Science shows how. Used suc- 
cessfully by millions. We give scientific delineation 
of your character showing talents, adaptations, 

ssibilities and PLAN; also wonderful profusely 
llustrated 1000-page Science of Life book all for $5. 
Worth double, Starts you right. May save you 

ve mistakes, Send birth-date, brain circum- 
erence, height, weight, color of hair and ym] 
chest and waist measurements, occupation an 
hotograph to American Institute, (Est'd 1866) 

itute Building, 343 W. 16th St., New York, 








M EN and Women by the Hundreds, carn this 
worthwile amount .... Many earn more! 
We manufacture the feasts and 100% complete 
Carlton Custom-Quality Line of Men's shirts, to which 
has been added equally wonderful ranges of Neck 
wear, Underwear & Pajamas. 
WHAT AN OPPORTUNITY! 
Throufh you, we reach an American market of 
35,000, prospects. Ever New— Never exhaustible! 
No experience is necessary . . . all you have to do is 
show our de/uxe Sample Book pictured above—quote 
our low prices and take orders without effort. We 

die collect and guarantee satisfaction. 


gos are paid aber ne wy those who are am- 
tious, we pay besides their earnings, extra cash 
bonuses, and a share in a Fog Á— 


Com; Sales Kit furnished free—goes in your pocket 
like the $100.00 a week—so that you can conduct your 
business easily, with dignity and make more money 
in less time with least effort.. 


Act Now... via Coupon, 


No time like At Once when an 
opportunity such as this one 
Presents itself to you. 


in Your Pocket+y oul) Du? 
$100.00 a week in 2 with it) 














CARL E. MANDEL, Presideaf 

CARLTON MILLS, Ine. 

in Fifth Avenue, New York.....Dep’t. 300-F. 
"Send Co ete Free Sample Outfit of 

'm Ready for Tr $100.00 a week oo us 


















How to obtain 
A Perfect Looking Nose 


My latest Improved Model 25 cor- 
rects now fll-ahbaped noses quickly, puin- 
lexsly, permanently and comfortably at 
home. It is the only noseshaping ap- 
pliance of precise adjustment and is a 
safe and guaranteed patent device. It 
will actually give you a perfect looking 
nose. Write for free booklet which tella 
you how to obtain a perfect looking 
nose. M. Trilety, Pioneer Nose shaping 

Specialist, Dept. 2905, Binghamton, N.Y. 


- AMAZING NEW 


mut Tie: aS 
SUBTRACT 
DIVIDES 


money mak Every! 
ioe serve o imi 
— 


TA | YOUARE WANT ED 


GIRLS—WOMEN 15 UP 


and Create your own 


Design and Gowns at Small Cost 


Youcan easily learn in your own 
home, using spare moments, 
Over 26,000 Have DONE ÌT. 


Gown WU and 
Creators GET $35 
to $75 a WEEK. Rn 


Mail Cou w Dept. 

Tod pon s merus ACA 

d 3 XR mule 
Ero ost [Miliner 




















Name. . 
Pv ee eh peat 





True Detective Mysteries 


tapper," and all the other regulars. Then 
Izzy the Itch blew in. 

"Here's mine," he said, tossing a roll of 
money at Gil. 

All the mob looked at him in surprise. 

“I was clean, so I had to step out and 
hustle a roll" Izzy explained, in answer 
to the inquiring glances. “Up the street 
here I bumped into old man Hermann, the 
tightwad who owns half the houses in this 
end of town. He's a rent profiteer and has 
no more heart than a cop's club. I thought 
it a good idea to ask him to contribute— 
but I didn't let him hear me asking. But 
I got his roll, all right—cut through his 
overcoat and ripped his bank-roll pocket." 

“Well, the money may be tainted, but it 
will help buy that house just the same,” 
commented old Gil as he annexed the roll. 

Eddie returned with Callahan. And old 
Gil explained that they had been able to 
recover the stolen money. 

Callahan appeared befuddled, and it was 
not a difficult matter to make him believe 
that the money had been returned for him. 

As one in a trance, he left the place. He 
rushed up the street toward home—and the 
faithful wife. 


Then the boys settled down around a 
big table for a game of stud poker. They 


were at peace with the world and all man- 
kind—for a little while. 

Play had progressed for an hour or so, 
when the door was crashed open, and in 
rushed a cop and two plain-clothes men. 
Chips and money swiftly disappeared, but 
none of the three men who had just en- 
tered seemed to have any interest in the 
game. 

“Say,” said the cop hurriedly, “any of 
you fellows here seen a man who calls 
himself Callahan? He was here a minute 
ago, wasn't he? 

The players looked at one another ques- 
tioningly. 

"Why?" chirped Ivory, who seemed to 
be the only person who could find his 
voice, 

"Why? Don’t sit there and ask why!” 
broke in one of the plain-clothes men. 
"He's one of the slickest con men that 
ever cut loose in this burg, an' I want to 
get my claws on him just once!” 

There came ominous pause. 

"I saw him around here," 
cop. "Did he come in here? 
was he here?" 

"Nope," said Ivory, and the rest shook 
their heads. 

What was said after the door was closed 
can't be printed here. 


persisted the 
Come on— 


The Mystery of the Vanished Car 


(Continued from page 39) 


OW, Watson,” he says, his hand 

shaking, he was so keen to tell me 
about the case, “the car will be right 
around that bend. I got the clues from the 
papers and from what we know about this 
railroad track. Walker was murdered. 
And he was known here, and his people 
would expect to hear from him when he 
went back to Bridge City. So he was put 
on the track to make it seem he had been 
killed by the train. Then that train left 
Weston with a car of copper aboard and 
got to Bridge City without that car. And 
it was on at Piedmont, and the train never 
stopped again until it hit Bridge City. And 
it was on time at every station. ‘Then the 
long down-grade here, with the spur track 
running into the main line the direction the 
train was coming, 1s theonly place I know 
where the car could be dropped out. Be- 
sides, this is where Walker got killed. So 
all them facts is the clue, Watson." 

“That's the most mixed-up clue I ever 
heard of,” I says. 

“That’s all I had to go on," says Jim, 
“and I solved the mystery, as I always do. 
You recall my case of the Mis'ing Dis- 
patch Case? And the affair of the Red- 
Headed Man?" 

I said I recalled them, to please him, 
though the only case he ever had was a 
case of mumps, and we both had it. Then 
I thought about how it said that the freight 
was fast and hadn't lost a minute of time 
between stations anywheres, and I see 
Jim was all at sea. 

"Look here, said. “That train didn't 
lose any time between Avondale and 
Marshy Hope, and if it had stopped, Alec 
would have reported it, or the Marshy 
Hope operator would." 

But Jim, he just looked at me cool and 
easy-like, and grinned. 

“Really, Watson," he said out loud, for- 


getting to whisper, "that's the simplest 
part of the whole affair. I must ask vou 
to think out an easy problem like that ^ 
yourself. It will be good practice for 
you. 


ELL, I was so mad at Jim for acting 

high and mighty with me that way 
that I pretty near landed on him right there, 
but thought better of it for cne reason 
or another, and didn't do anything. They’'s 
nobody can rile me like Jim can, and I 
like Jim, too, but he can be mighty trying 
at times, as Aunt Sue says about me. 
There that old freight had batted through 
at top speed, going down grade, and yet 
Jim was telling me that a car had been 
snaked right out of the middle of the 
train, and that it was the simpl.st part of 
the whole affair. And I could sce where a 
car had come along them rails, too, But 
shucks! It might of been a switch engine 
run in there for something. I got to hop- 
ing there wasn't a car in there at all, and 
then Jim would look foolish. 

“Come on,” I says. “I'll bet your old 
clue is no good and that the car ain't down 
there." 

I forgot about being thirsty and so 
forth and felt in a hurry to see for sure, 
and Jim, he felt the same. So we kept to 
the bushes and sneaked along down by the 
side of the track, keeping h'd as well as 
we could. "Toward the end the brush got 
thicker and all we could see was the old 
track, with the grass growing up between 
the ties. So we slunk along, close beside 
it, until we got clean to where it ended, 
right up against a high gravel bank. 

And the car wasn't there at all. 

Well, me and Jim come out on the track 
and set down on it, Jim never said moth- 
ing, and when I seen his face, all sad and 
kind of done-like, I didn't have the heart 
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True Detective Mysteries 


for to twit him with his mistakes, because 
I seen he took it pretty hard. I put my arm 
around his shoulder. He didn’t look at 
me or nothing, or say a word for the 
longest time, but only set there with his 
chin in his hand. I knew Jim was study- 
in’ where that darn car could be. It sure 
was a puzzle! 

“Gee whiz, Jim,” I says after a bit. “It 
ain’t your fault. That car should be here. 
It’s been in, right enough, just like you 
said. Only, they've snaked it out again." 

“Something’s been in," he says, very 
sad. "But I guess it must have been a 
switch engine; or some freight side-tracked 
a car with a hot-box and then another 
train took it out. I dunno. I'm fair beat, 
that's all there is to it. It should have 
worked out the way I figured it, though. 
The clues all solved out right, as clear as 
could be. Only the car ain't here, that's 
all." 


ND it was enough, too. There was 

our case all shot to pieces, just like 
we'd never had one. I thought then the 
detecting business sure was a discourager, 
and not worth a fellow’s worrying his head 
over. Better to be an engineer or even 
a conductor. Just sit in the engine or the 
cars, nice and easy, and not wear yourself 
all out thinking, and ending up in a gravel 
pit. 

And then I happened to notice the rails 
and I saw where the car had been on them, 
for there the rust was, all smashed down 
and yellow, instead of the dark color of 
the sides. And I said to Jim: “Well, 
she was here, anyhow, even if she is gone 
now. See where the rust is scraped off 
right to the gravel.” 

I only said it to kind of cheer him, and 
he only glanced at it so I'd think he was 
interested in things, and not so much down 
in the mouth. Then he looked at me, and 
I could see his face light up. 

“They wouldn't push a car with a hot- 


box off a train away down here,” he says. 
“The car that came here was our car— 
the one with the copper. Look!” He 


pointed at the gravel bank. “There’s been 
a fresh cave-in of gravel that buried it! 
Why didn’t I notice that before!” 

For a minute he was all excited and 
started to dig at the gravel. Then he 
stopped and looked sick. 

“They couldn’t bury a whole car,” 
said. 

Well, I seen right off they couldn't. 
was too big. And then I said, 
they burnt it." 

Now, I didn't think when I said that. 
But Jim was looking so done-up, I just 
said the first thing I could think of, to 
cheer him. It just came out, natural-like 
—nothin’ but words, far's I was concerned. 

Jut Jim, he grabbed me, all excited, and 
shouted, “That’s what they done!" 

Then we sure did dig in that old gravel. 
We got some pieces of wood and made 
that stuff fly. And we hadn't scraped 
away more than ten minutes, I guess, be- 
fore we uncovered some twisted iron. 
Then we come to what surely was the end 
of a car-truck. 

"No need digging any more," says Jim, 
throwing down his stick. "Here's all that's 
left of that car." 

"Where's the copper?" I asks. “In there 
too ?" 


"In there nothing!" says Jim. “A gang 
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True Detective Mysteries 


like Moriarity’s don’t leave copper around. 
It's been took away, naturally." He run 
along the edge of the gravel slide, 
which had caved in the whole end of the 
pit. “And here’s how it’s been took—by 
truck.” . 

Sure enough, there was deep, broad 
wheel-tracks in the gravel, and it was plain 
enough the trucks had been loaded heavy. 

“Come on, Watson,” yells Jim, racing 
off along the ruts. 

We followed along the wheel-tracks and 
come clean out of the pit up a :loping 
steep bank into a Jittle old country road, 
and along that about a mile until we come 
to an old farm where the tracks turned in. 
There was a tumble-down old house and 
barn, but the place hadn't been used for 
land knows how long. Me and Jim knew 
it well, and in the Fall we used to go up 
there and get apples from some apple- 
trees so old they looked like they was 
there when Columbus come over. The 
apples wasn't much good, really, and we 
had lots better ones in our own place at 
home. But this farm was supposed to be 
haunted, and that made all the difference, 
of course. An apple is good anywheres, 
but one that comes from a haunted place 
seems to have it all over one of the 
ordinary kind, if you go and get it your- 
self, especially in the early evening. 

When those tracks turned in there at 
that old farm, they turned in all alone so 
far's me and Jim was concerned. We kept 
right on going along the road. We didn't 
dast hardly look at that farm, in case 
somebody was looking out one of the 
broken windows. We did take a few peeks, 
not stopping nor nothing, but just looking 
slantways and back ahead again in a hurry. 
When we got well past there, Jim pulls 
me into the bushes side the road. 

"We can't pass the place again going 
back,” he says. “They might get suspicious 
and run out and grab us." 

"Do you think they're in the house?" 
I whispers. 

"Maybe, and maybe not. But I ain't 
taking a chance.” Then he recollected as 
how Sherlock Holmes would have walked 
right in and said, “Ah! My old friend 
Moriarity!" or something like that, I 
guess, because he added after a bit, “I’m 
sorry we left our revolvers at home, Wat- 
son. This should be a lesson to us. In 
future we go armed. But as it is, I guess 
we'll send for Lestrade and some men 
from Scotland Yard." 


SAID that so far's I was concerned we 

certainly would. Then Jim got to think- 
ing that this was no way for a detective 
to act, running away from there and not 
finding out if the desperate criminals was 
there, and he was all for sneaking up and 
looking at the house. We argued around, 
and the more I talked against it, the braver 
Jim got. "That's Jim for you. I was 
fair mad at him, I can tell you. 

"I wouldn't go near that place for a 
hundred dollars," I told Jim. And I meant 
what I said. It looked still and lonesome- 
like—as if a murder had been committed 
there. 

Jim said I was scared, and I told him 
I wasn't scared, exactly, but there's a 
limit in all things, as Aunt Sue says to 
me sometimes when I've about reached it. 
Then Jim said as how he'd go alone; I 
let him go, too. I was fair out of patience 


with him. It was fine playing detective, 
and even all right in the gravel pit when 
we didn't know for sure there was any- 
thing there. But this was the real thing, 
and no mistake, neither. So I let him go 
on. 

He started out to circle the house and 
come up behind it. He crossed the road 
and slid into the bushes until they nearly 
hid him. All I could see was his head 
now and then. And somehow, as I saw 
the last of him, I wasn't mad at him any 
more for being so foolish. And I got to 
thinking, "Suppose this is really the last 
time I'll see Jim alive. Suppose he gets 
killed in there, all by himself, and me 
letting him walk to his death alone!" 

I crossed the road and looked in through 
the bushes, and whispered, “Jim! Jim!" 
And not a sound from him. And not a 
sound anywheres except a thumping inside 
me, like when I’ve been running too much 
and get all tuckered out. I was just fair 
sick. I couldn’t leave him in there, and I 
didn't want to go in after him, and I 
guess I stuck in them bushes for a long 
time, trying to figure what to do. And all 
the time Jim getting further away from 
me, 

I thought of all the good times we had 
together, and how nothing would be any 
good no more without Jim. And when I 
thought how we'd always shared every- 
thing we had, and stuck together at school 
and all that, it just seemed kind of trifling 
and mean for me to desert him at the end. 
So I said out loud, “All right, I'll get 
killed, then," and I lit out in a hurry to 
where I'd last seén him, 

DIDN'T go soft and careful. I just ran 

along, looking everywhere for Jim. And 
I felt a lot better than I felt out there in 
the road, too, All I could think was that 
I shouldn't have let him go off alone, and. 
that I had to find him. I did find him, too, 
right on the edge of the orchard. Pretty 
nearly tripped right over him lying down 
and looking through the grass and bushes. 
He glared at me, mad as anything, and 


whispered, "What do you want to make 
all that racket for, you blundering old 
cow !" 


I just wished I'd let the crooks get him, 
that’s all. I was that disgusted. That's 
all the thanks I get, as Aunt Sue says to 
me every now and then. It sure took the 
tucker out of me, and I felt like pounding 
him right there and then, only for the 
noise. But that’s Jim for you. No grati- 
tude nor nothing. 

So we lay there together in the deep 
grass, and if Jim had crawled along an- 
other foot I'd have let him go it alone— 
that I would. But he didn't move. He 
just watched. We lay there the longest 
time, and not a sight or a sound from that 
old house and barn. I was thinking the 
men had been there and gone, when all of 
a sudden we heard a loud sneeze, a reg- 
ular ripper! 

'The next minute—— 
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True Detective 


The Hundred- 
Thousand-Dollar 
Smile 
(Continued from page 35) 


worthy employees. They belong to the 
class which meets with comparatively little 
temptation—very rarely with attractive 
temptations, if you get what I mean. 

It wasn’t until I had put away the sheets 
and was sitting in the dining-car over a 
very lonesome dinner that the embezzling 
secretary's individuality burst on me “like 
a bolt from the blue," She was colorless— 
but her colorlessness was similar to that 
of the chameleon, which takes on the color 
of its surroundings. 

I had read of, but had never before en- 
countered, this chameleon type. Such a 
girl becomes a perfectly respectable wife 
and mother—or the accomplice of crimi- 
nals—according to her environment. 


OYCE MILLAR was an orphan and had 

been brought up by her grandmother in 
an up-state country town. Somebody there 
must have aroused her ambition and sent 
her on her way to New York. In the bank 
she absorbed the efficiency talks and became 
a model employee. “Beautiful rather than 
pretty,” was how she was described; and 
she was a very modest dresser. When 
Menken swept her off into the Riverside 
Drive apartment, she had the colored maid, 
Pekinese dog, and fur coats—according to 
tradition. The romance at an end, she had, 
evidently, romantically refused a settle- 
ment, but had continued in her job. In 
leaving the luxurious apartment, the only 
thing she took with her was her Pekinese— 
and so on and so forth. 

That was a starter, anyway. 


I kept this 


conception in mind all throughout the 
journey. As I lay awake in my berth and 
watched the landscape, dark, black, 
shadowy, occasionally brightened by the 


lights of a town or by the fantastic glare 
of furnaces in isolated fouadries or by tiny 
sparks of light in lonely farmhouses—my 
chameleon-like Joyce Millar never leit me. 

In reporting to Mr. Browne, I never 
mention these preparatory sketches and 
experiments. They might sound foolish 
and visionary. Yet they are all based on 
works on criminology I have read or on 
rare but intensely interesting instruction 1 
have received from the Chief himself. Be- 
sides, if these efforts fail of accomplishing 
anything else—and all my preconceived 
ideas crumble like a sand castle when I 
finally meet my subject—they certainly 
serve to keep from my mind all fear of 
failure—which is one of the hardest battles 
a detective has to fight. 

By the time I arrived in Chicago the 
following morning, I was all pepped up 
and tingling with anticipation of the 
coming struggle. On my way to the hotel 
where Joyce Millar was staying, I won- 
dered what sort of an opportunity little old 
Lady Luck would throw my way. 

This question received a most auspicious 
answer just as I was signing the hotel 
register. 

I felt a sudden, sharp pain in my ankle. 
Dropping the pen, I leaped back from the 
desk and looked around wildly. Standing 
near the desk was a large “peroxide blonde,” 
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whose ample avoirdupois was swathed in a 
bulky fur coat. Her bulging, China-blue 
eyes expressed mixed feelings of fear and 
belligerency. 

“Oh, I hope Toto didn’t hurt you,” she 
said in a high, infantile voice, as she came 
over to where I stood. "He's so playful.” 

I then noticed that she was dragging 
along a wicked-looking Pekinese, which 
had squatted on the floor and was regard- 
ing me with solemnity and vindictiveness 
in its large goggle-eyes. 


RDINARILY, I would have felt in- 

clined to wring the little wretch’s fat 
neck, for I knew that he had ruined a pair 
of my best cobwebby hose, even if his sharp 
teeth had not penetrated my skin. This 
time, however, I could hardly keep from 
gathering up the spoiled pup and hugging 
it to death! For this woman and this dog 
might be very useful to me in making the 
acquaintance of Joyce Millar. Her fond- 
ness for her own Pekinese—left in the 
tender care of Fanny the Fake—had been 
shown in many ways. And as men easily 
become acquainted over a highball or some 
common business topic, so do women dog- 
lovers break down their natural reticence 
over their admiration of a pet. 

All this flashed through my mind in an 
instant. And too, I remembered Browne's 
instructions, to smile—always smile, I 
quickly suppressed the angry ejaculation 
which had risen to my lips, and did smile, 
though a bit painfully. 

“Don’t mention it—it's all right," I said 
in my most pleasant manner. "I have a 
little Peke of my own, which I left at the 
kennels, as I was aíraid the hotel wouldn't 
let me keep it here——" 

So for a moment or two we stood chat- 
ting about Pekes. I explained that I was 
in the theatrical business and she confided 
that she was an ex-professional herself and 
made her permanent abode in the hotel. 

“They don't really like to have guests 
keep pets in the hotel,” she told me, “but 
what are we going to do about the little 
darlings? I always say if Toto can’t stay, 
I won't, and that's flat. I'll speak to the 
manager, dearie, and I'll promise he'll let 
you bring your little Peke to the hotel." 


The room clerk, a hard-featured, oldish 
young man, stoop-shouldered and snappily 
clad, was waiting impatiently for me to 
finish signing the register. My would-be 
benefactor and myself exchanged names 
and room numbers. With an ostensible 
yawn, he handed a key to the bellhop, and 
turned back to the ledger in which he had 
been writing when I approached. 

It was a third-rate hotel. The parlor, 
bedroom, and bath which had been reserved 
for me by wire from New York, was rather 
a dismal suite and looked out on a court. 


Evidently Dude had not yet managed to 
separate Joyce from much of her money, 
for he was a high-flyer. This was not the 
type of hotel which he usually frequented. 
This was auspicious for our case in one 
way. Once the forger, who was an in- 
veterate gambler, got his hands on the 
cash, it would be lost to us. Large as the 
amount was, it was no greater than certain 
sums which he had been known to lose in 
one night over the gaming-tables. How- 
ever, his failure might make my work more 
difficult and dangerous. With so much 
money within his reach, I could easily 
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imagine that he would be a very dis- 
agreeable and ugly person to live with, if 
it were withheld from him; and there was 
no telling what he might do when he and 
his dupe came to grips. 


WAS unpacking my dressing-case and 

placing the toilet articles on the vanity 
table when my telephone bell rang. When 
I responded, I expected to hear my lobby 
acquaintance’s voice. Instead, it was that 
of a man. 

“Miss Ray Hanson?” it asked, giving the 
name I had assumed on this job. “This is 
Charles Innes, a friend of Mr. Browne's. 
I wondered if you would take luncheon 
with me to-day ?” 

"I'd be delighted,” I replied. 
make it twelve-thirty ?" 

“That'll do beautifully. 
down-stairs." 

This Mr. Innes, I surmised, correctly, 
was an operative connected with the Chi- 
cago branch of Mr. Browne's agency. 
During our luncheon engagement he would 
give me the latest and fullest details con- 
cerning the couple I was engaged to watch. 

Right at that time there was nothing for 
me to do but wait. So far, luck had been 
with me. I had recognized in Miss Char- 
lotte Criswell the type of retired profes- 
sional who has at her finger-tips every 
atom of gossip connected with the hotel 
where she lives. She democratically makes 
"friends" of chambermaids, bellhops, clerks 
and guests alike. At the end of each day 
she has enough information to fill a good- 
sized country newspaper. 

By the time I had hung up my dresses 
in the closets and dispatched to the 
laundry and cleaners such wearing apparel 
as had become mussed on my trans- 
continental journey, the time for my 
appointment had arrived. I was rather 
disappointed that Miss Criswell had not 
called me up, for I wanted to purchase that 
Peke pup right away. Somehow, I had a 
hunch that it was going to have a quite 
important part to play in the drama of 
separating Joyce from her ill-gotten gains. 

As I left the elevator at twelve-thirty, 
however, I ran into her in the lobby. She 
came up to me at once. 


“Shall we 


Ill meet you 


"[ want you to meet the manager, 
dearie," she said, as she greeted me 
effusively. “I’ve told him we're old 


friends—that we played in the same com- 
panies. That was just to make it- all 
right. You don't mind?" 

*No, indeed," I answered with a laugh. 
“That was very good of you." 


HILE I was talking, a big, genial, 

red-faced man, with a tonsure of 
gleaming red skull surrounded by a sparse 
fringe of reddish hair, came up. Gold 
gleamed in his teeth; tiny diamonds 
twinkled in his shirt-studs. His finger- 
nails positively  scintillated. A huge 
diamond blazed on the third finger of his 
right hand, which was raised elbow-high 
when he reached us. 


“This is Ed Dalton, the finest gentleman 
that ever stepped," my “old” friend's 
childish treble announced. “Eddie, this is 
Miss Ray Hanson, one of the brightest 
rising stars in musical comedy. I want you 
to do everything for her that you would 
do for me." 

Eddie chortled his delight to make my 
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acquaintance and assured me that every- 
thing in the hotel was at my disposal. 

“Except my bank roll.” He released the 
old gag with a wheeze that seemed to 
inflate with little ripples every crease in 
his accordion-pleated throat, as he finished 
his florid acknowledgment of the intro- 
duction. 

At that instant I heard a boy paging my 
name. 

“I have a luncheon engagement. That 
is probably my host,” I explained, glad of 
the opportunity to break away from the 
cloying conversation. 

“Oh, I did hope that we might have 
lunched together, and discussed old times,” 
Miss Criswell said, with a pout, as she 
focused a naughty little wink on the broad 
back of the flamboyant Eddie, who had 
turned to call out to the page. 

“I would have enjoyed it much more,” 
I lied, “but this is a family friend—sort of 
a duty-lunch, you know. But won't you 
take tea with me this afternoon?” 

She eagerly accepted the invitation, and 
had just finished telling me that it was 
all right for me to bring my dog to the 
hotel when I took note of the man. The 
boy had just returned to him for his tip. 
Past middle-age, he seemed—with a fringe 
of white hair, much massaged features, and 
a luxuriant mustache. He was an 
example, sartorially, of what the smart 
“sugar daddy” should wear: rather baggy, 
light-gray suit, a conservative cravat, black 
shoes half concealed by spats. On his 
rather heavy, strong nose a pince-nez was 
perched securely—and was anchored by a 
black silk ribbon which encircled his neck. 
He looked jolly enough. But I had noticed 
a shrewd gleam in the old gentleman’s 
eyes. 

For a second I surprised an appraising, 
swift look in my companion’s face. This 
was instantaneously suppressed, but there 
was a faint tinge of mockery in her voice. 

“Some sugar daddy! He sure looks the 

You better run and meet 
Hope you have a nice time.” 





goods ! along 


him, 


S I shook hands with my “boy friend” 

I noticed that his grip was not in 

keeping with his unctuous manner and oily 
voice as he greeted me: 

“How the girl grows!” he exclaimed. “I 
would hardly have known her at all.” 

This, I naturally thought, was for the 
benefit of possible listeners, but there was 
something vaguely familiar about the man 
that sent a little ripple of apprehension 
quivering in the base of my brain, as I 
made some trivial reply. With a smile, I 
asked him to excuse me a moment, and 
I went back up-stairs to change my dress. 
I had not expected such a “fashionable” 
caller. 

When I returned, Mr. Innes, led me to a 
waiting motor-car. It was an expensive- 
looking machine, dark blue, furnished with 
elaborate silver-plated accessories in the 
interior. I entered and, after giving some 
directions to the chauffeur, he followed. 

“You don't remember me?" he remarked 
after a few minutes' silence while the car 
was making its way through the congested 
traffic. We had passed all the principal 
restaurants, and I was just on the point of 
asking our destination when he put the 
question, 

"In some sort of a way, 


I do" I 
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True Detective 


answered slowly, “but I am certain I never 
saw you looking as you do now. I never 
forget faces, though names often slip——" 

"Lennox—does that recall anything?— 
The Boulevard Blackmail Case?—where 
you roped the little lady; and then, when 
we had her hipped, you wanted us to let 
her go instead of turning her over to the 
man from the D. As office!” The 
unctuous tones had disappeared. They had 
been replaced by the short, clipped, sharp- 
voiced tones of a regular hard-boiled 
sleuth, 

“But that’s only three years ago,” I 
stammered. “You've certainly changed " 

"[ don't believe you really remember how 
I looked," he said, and chuckled. “You 
only saw me once and you were so fussed 
then, that I don't suppose you registered me 
at all. But I'm wearing a wig over my 
auburn hair—it's lucky my eyelashes are so 
sandy that they look white with this make- 
up—and I've had my face so steamed and 
clayed and massaged that I feel as if I had 
just come from the hands of the embalmer. 
'That, and a little padding over my midriff, 
has transformed me from a tough guy into 
a soft-hearted Cinderella man." 

“Some disguise!" I granted. “But why?" 

“Well, not so long ago the people in your 
hotel were under suspicion of being dope 
distributors, and I had to pay a little call 
there. When Mr. Browne wired me to put 
you wise to all we had on the Millar 
woman, I didn't wire back that they knew 
me there; instead, I decided, for the first 
time in my life, to use a disguise. I tried 
it on our own office force first, and, when 
they fell for it, I felt pretty safe." 





T certainly was a marvelous make-up. 

When we were seated at a table in a 
smart restaurant, somewhere in the out- 
lying suburbs of Chicago, it was only with 
a decided effort I kept my eyes off the 
shining false dome which covered his own 
sandy hair. I wanted to touch it and con- 
vince myself that it was really false—even 
though I knew without a doubt that the 
man was the person he said he was. 

And while we ate a deliciously cooked 
meal, he “wised me up" to Joyce Millar 
and her crooked Lothario. 

“Dude’s been spending the last three 
nights at Eisenberg's gambling-joint and 
seems to have been sleeping all day. He'sa 
'snow-bird, you know, and I have an idea 
that he's taught the girl to 'sniff a bit,' too. 
We may be wrong in that. She's got her 
money in negotiable bonds in a box she 
rented at the bank. As soon as we got the 
tip that she and Dude were here, we put a 
woman in the hotel with them, but the 
Millar girl flocked by herself when she 
wasn't with the Dude—she seems to be a 
difficult sort of person to rope in. During 
the first part of this week, Mendez was 
very devoted, but I guess they had a 
quarrel over the jack or something—she 
seems to have been moping round the last 
day or two. That'll make it easier for 
you.” 

I told him about my scheme for getting 
acquainted through her love for her 
Pekinese, and of my encounter with the 
ex-actress. 

“That's a good idea," he said. 
think 

For several minutes neither of us spoke. 
His face slipped its mask of benevolent old 
age. The eyes, with their blank inscrut- 


“Let me 





Mysteries 


ability, contrasted grotesquely with the 
artificially puffed and massaged cheeks—as 
did the firm-lipped, cruel-looking mouth. 

It was true that the first and only time 
I had met Lennox, I had not paid very 
much attention to the man—but later on I 
learned a great deal about him. He is one 
of the most extraordinary characters in 
America. A brilliant, but strangely dis- 
torted mind is his. The underworld hates 
and fears him—many times, gunmen have 
laid in wait to bump him off, but he always 
managed to escape untouched. 

He is hated not because he is a detective, 
but because he has frequently planned 
crimes—and double-crossed the men he 
used to do the dirty work. District attor- 
neys and most of the largest detective 
agencies have paid large sums for his ser- 
vices from time to time. He is not a 
stool-pigeon, but a really excellent inves- 
tigator with an imagination and analytical 
ability that would make Sherlock Holmes 
look like a kindergarten sleuth. Lennox is 
only one of his many aliases. Exactly who 
he is, nobody knows. 


HOUGH he is as crooked and cold- 

blooded as a snake, he has the repu- 
tation of being trustworthy when working 
on the right side of the fence. However, 
be that as it may, I couldn't help feeling 
uneasy. It seemed to me that no man with 
such a warped intellect could be counted on, 
if a big enough opportunity to steal a march 
on his employers presented itself. 

“Say, you're a bright kid, all right!" 
Suddenly Lennox's sardonic voice broke 
into my uneasy thoughts. I glanced at him 
in alarm. If he were a mind-reader, -he 


certainly would not be flattered at my 
thoughts. “I mean—about the dog," he 
finished, with a wry smile, An ironical 


leer, like an evil little imp, danced for an 
instant in his eyes. 

“You have the making of a crackerjack 
operative,” he continued, quite seriously, his 
hawk-like eyes once more blank and ex- 
pressionless. “But you have One great 
drawback. You look on your subjects as 
human beings. You ought to think of 
them impersonally—as chairs or tables or 
pretty, glossy-leafed poison-ivy! You are 
ready to turn tail and be disloyal to your 
employer just because your silly little 
heart rules your head. Now, for heaven's 
sake, don’t go and get attached to this 
Joyce Millar.” 

Unconsciously, I bridled at his un- 
warranted criticism. It was Mr. Browne's 
privilege to call me down and make mock 
of my idiosyncrasies, but this Lennox man’s 
position, I felt, was like my own—he was 
merely an operative, 

“Oh, by the bye, Browne sent a telegram 
to the office for you. I forgot—here it is.” 

He extracted a dispatch from his inside 
pocket and handed it over to me. 

Until further orders, work 

Lennox; report directly to him. I am 

leaving town. BROWNE. 

After I had finished reading it, I kept 
my eyes glued on the paper. I hated the 
thought of working under this man—I mis- 
trusted him—but I didn’t want him to see 
how I felt. And he certainly had an un- 
canny way of staring with his blank, soul- 
less eyes, as if they penetrated to the 
inmost corners of your brain. 

"Have you thought of any scheme 
whereby we may annex that hundred thou- 
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sand the girl has?” asked Lennox. “Let 
me have it so I can help you—I assure you 
you'll get the credit I’m working for 
dough—not glory.” 

I laughingly suggested a wild scheme 
that had come into my mind. 

“Just how we can work it, though, I 
don’t know,” I confessed. “But it does 
seem to be the only way 

“Excellent!” he chuckled. “Now you 
just keep that clever little head working, 
and I'll try and take care of the foolish 
little heart. Now well go and buy your 
dog. And by the bye, look out for Eddie 
Dalton, the hotel manager. He, through 
his blonde Juno, will try to find out who 
and what you are. They still have an idea 
that the Federal authorities are sus- 
picious." 

*She and I are on very friendly terms," 
I said, *and without her asking, I'll tell her 
that I have come to Chicago to have a 
famous plastic surgeon remove this mole 
Írom my otherwise flawless complexion." 
I grinned. 

"You're not going to sacrifice that pre- 
cious beauty-spot, are you?" he teased. 

“No, indeed. I wouldn't sacrifice it for 
a couple of Rolls-Royces and an income for 
life thrown in," I said, with a laugh, as I 
got up from the table. “Incidentally, I've 
a teaing engagement with the blonde, so 
we had better get my small hound without 
more delay." 





HE Peke was purchased and we drove 

back in state to the hotel. I was in- 
structed to let the world surmise that *Mr. 
Innes" was a large-hearted gentleman 
friend of mine and that he was leaving 
town for a few days and had placed his 
car at my disposal, 

In a few moments, I had changed into a 
spiffy little afternoon frock, and at four 
o'clock made my way to a somberly 
lighted salon where an orchestra of four 
pieces was rendering, somewhat carelessly, 
music to which three couples were swaying 
on a small dance floor. 

Miss Criswell was seated on one of the 
leather wall-lounges before a small, round 
table. With her was a pale-faced young 
woman, richly but unbecomingly gowned in 
a heavily beaded, peacock-blue crépe de 
Chine frock. Her eyes were hidden by the 
narrow-brimmed cloche she wore, but her 
beautifully molded lips drooped wearily, 
and there was an air of tragedy and melan- 
choly about her sagging figure. She was 
smoking a cigarette feverishly. 

Miss Criswell caught sight of me at 
once and left her companion. She came 
towards me, with a bright smile flashing 
from her dazzling teeth. 

“I was just coming out to look for you,” 
she said in her high, childish treble, as 
she took hold of my arm. “Do you mind, 
dearie, if Mrs. Lewis joins us? Poor 
darling, she has the blues terribly. I'll tell 
you about her later—awfully sad.” 

Mrs. Lewis! That was Joyce Millar. 
Mr. and Mrs. Frederick Lewis were the 
names under which, we had been informed, 
the Dude and his dupe had registered. 

Aíter all my trouble of purchasing the 
Peke hound! I almost laughed aloud. 
Well, it wasn't necessary for me to be too 
exact in reporting how I managed to make 
my subject's acquaintance, 

Naturally, I expressed myself as being 
delighted to have Mrs, Lewis join us. In 
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True Detective 


a short time we three were sipping rather 
badly made tea, and nibbling at petits 
fours. 

It wasn't long, however, before I found 
that Mrs. Lewis didn't exactly seek or 
appreciate either our sympathy or our 
company. Miss Criswell and I carried the 
whole burden of the conversation—which 
was light, frivolous, and easily kept up. 
Talking is no effort to me, and words 
flowed from Miss Criswells lips like 
water from a bubbling spring trickling 
down a mountainside. And all the while 
I kept smiling at Mrs. Lewis. Finally it 
had its effect, and she began to thaw out 
and become friendly. 


AYS passed without my having any- 

thing much to report. I was very 
careful not to appear in any way anxious 
to become intimately acquainted with “Mrs. 
Lewis.” Miss Criswell's attempts to be- 
come chummy with her, made an excellent 
foil for my casual acceptance of her when- 
ever she actually joined us at tea or at 
dinner. It rather amused me to see the 
blonde roping in my subject. 

Because I remained somewhat aloof, 
Mrs. Lewis finally became a little bit at- 
tracted to me. Here my Peke, Mimi, was 
useful after all. We met in the beauty 
parlor once or twice, and one day we 
went shopping together. 

On that occasion 1 made my discovery. 

We had left the hotel shortly after 
breakfast. Mr. Lennox had instructed me 
to do my utmost to keep her out of the 
hotel for as many hours as possible and to 
watch her closely. 

As an excuse for my not having had 
the operation performed on my beautiful 
mole, I expressed nervousness at the idea 
of facing the specialist and I commented 
on the fun I was having in Chicago— 
racing around in my friend's car and being 
entertained by other men friends in his 
absence. 

I took Mrs. Lewis to one of the smartest 
shops and we looked at imported evening 
gowns. Models paraded before us for over 
an hour without my finding anything that 
suited me. We went to several other 
exclusive places and repeated the per- 
formance. 

I invited Mrs. Lewis to have lunch with 
me at one of the swagger hotels. As we 
were eating, I discussed the frocks we had 
seen. 

“There wasn't a thing that is my type at 
all,’ I complained. “Its funny how it 
is like that sometimes. If you had been 
looking for something, now, there were 
dozens that would have suited you to a 
"T^ With your tall, slender figure, dark 
hair, and wonderful complexion, you'd be 
stunning in that midnight-blue chiffon 
velvet we saw in that second shop. Why 
don't you have your hair bobbed, Mrs. 
Lewis?" I asked abruptly, and I smiled 
admiringly at her. “You have all the 
natural beauty in the world, only you don't 
bring it out like you could." 

I saw that she was rather flattered and 
pleased with the idea I had put in her 
mind. But if we bought that dress, I 
knew instinctively that our shopping tour 
would be at an end. I guessed pretty 
accurately how much it would cost—and 
what the effect of that price would be 
on my companion. 

"['ve often thought of bobbing,” 


she 


Mysteries 


said thoughtfully, “but I've never been 
able to make up my mind to it—it does 
make a woman look much younger, doesn’t 
it?" 

"Much—of course!" I spoke very decid- 
edly. “The result is that when so many 
women are bobbing their hair, it makes the 
women with long hair look much older than 
they really are. Besides, your natural 
beauty 

She considered this thoughtfully. Mimi 
was curled up on her lap, for by this time 
we had finished our luncheon and were 
dawdling over the table, smoking ciga- 
rettes; she kept caressing the pup's ears 
gently. 

“The woman's a thief—an embezzler— 
the friend of a cheap crook—and, worse 
than all, a darned fool!" I reminded my- 
self, angrily, when I found myself pitying 
her. 

"Another thing, if you'll excuse my men- 
tioning it—why do you dress so old? Judg- 
ing by your face and figure, you can't be 
over twenty-four or twenty-five," I lied, 
for she looked every day of the thirty years 
which was probably her correct age. “But 
you dress like a woman of thirty-five or 
so. Your clothes are beautifulmexquisite— 
but they're too old for a girl like you." 

And so on and so forth, I blarneyed, all 
the while smiling and jollying her along. 
'The upshot of it was that when we left 
the restaurant it was with the matter all 
threshed out. Mrs. Lewis was going to 
bob and buy more youthíul clothes. 

I directed the chauffeur to drive us to a 
certain famous hair-dresser who makes a 
specialty of bobbing women's hair and 
"setting" it in waves under strong arc 
lights. She wouldn't hear of undergoing 
a "permanent." The thought of being 
strung up on dozens of tubes attached to 
a fixture which would imprison her in 
her chair, made her nervous, she said. 1! 
could see her shudder at the idea. 

Anyway, I congratulated myself; though 
she would not be imprisoned in a chair, 
she would have to sit on one íor over au 
hour while the wave was setting. 

I did not have much difficulty, either, 
in persuading her first to have a facial, as 
I was having one myself. 

Altogether, we spent over three hours 
in the beauty parlor. I had been so much 
interested in the work that was being done 
to myself that I had not paid much at- 
tention to Joyce. After all, she was not 
my prisoner, and my instructions had been 
to keep her away írom the hotel as long 
as possible—only that and nothing more. 

When, finally, I went over to the chair 
where the hair-dresser was putting the 
finishing touches to her new bob, I gave 
a gasp of admiration. 

“Why, Mrs. Lewis, you are simply ex- 
quisite!” It was honest, heartfelt tribute 
to her, beauty. 


LEASED to hear commendation, 
man handed the girl a mirror. 
glanced in it without much interest. This 
surprised me, for she had been very en- 
thusiastic when we entered the place. A 
sharper scrutiny of her features showed 
me that she was very pale—a sort of 

waxen pallor. 

"Its frightfully hot in here" I re- 
marked, as she stepped from the chair aed 
joined me. 

"Y-e-s, 
faint!” 
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True Detective 


There was a querulous, sharp edge to 
her voice that I had not heard before. 
Without saying anything further, she paid 
the cashier, and the two of us left the 
beauty parlor. Once out in the corridor, 
she seemed to go all to pieces. "Though 
she bit her lip, she failed to control the 
muscles of her face. It didn't take me 
more than an instant to realize what the 
trouble was. Joyce Millar was a drug 
addict. 

Without appearing to notice her con- 
dition, I walked over to the elevators and 
rang the bell, keeping my back to the girl. 
This gave her an opportunity to take “a 
sniff." That she took advantage of it 
was manifest a short time later. Her 
nerves were under control before we en- 
tered the automobile, and when I suggested 
that we return straight to the hotel she 
wouldn't hear of it. 

"You said you had no engagements until 
evening," she said gaily. “So let's round 
out the afternoon. I want to buy a few 
of those dresses. But first, if you don't 
mind, I would like to go to my bank and 
get some bonds from my strong box to 
take to my broker. If you want to make a 
quick turnover, buy Cantbeat Candy; it's 
due to go up ten points within the next 
few days." $ 

A visit to-her bank in her company was 
a thing I had greatly desired but scarcely 
dared hope for. 

“I expect to get some money soon,” I 
told her, “but there is so much red tape 
and that sort of thing about opening an 
account.. I'm nervous about approaching 
the officials " 

She smiled at my obvious unsophisti- 
cation, Probably she had heard Miss 
Criswell tell of my sugar daddy. 

“Oh, that's all right," she said. "I'll in- 
troduce you to the vice-president. Of 
course, I don’t know you well enough to 
act as a reference if you decide to open 
an account,” she amended shrewdly. 

"Couldn't you say I was your secretary 
or something—I would like to be taken 
for a business girl rather than an actress." 

She was inclined to demur at this and 
made light of what she considered my lack 
of worldly knowledge. However, she was 
by that time completely under the influence 
of the cocaine, and felt in a benevolent 
mood. She finally agreed. To be brief, 
she not only introduced me to, the vice- 
president of the bank, but also to her 
broker, as her private secretary. And by 
keeping my eyes and ears open, I learned 
that she was putting all her bonds tem- 
porarily in the hands of her broker. 





[A755 we had tea. Generous as she 
was, however, with her introductions, 
and her tip on the market and her advice, 
she was as stingy with her money as any 
pinchpenny. Knowing the purchasing 
power of money, she refused to throw it 
away for such sterile investments as after- 
noon tea in some ultra-expensive restau- 
rant. On the many occasions we had been 
together, she never spent a cent on enter- 
taining. 

This amused me. Dude had not reck- 
oned that in this one point he had an 
almost insurmountable obstacle to over- 
come. With him it was easy-come, easy- 
go. Joyce, I believe, even counted her 
pennies. Probably it was not altogether 
loneliness, nor a liking for my society, 
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that made her accompany me. 
mobile saved her car-fare! 
that’s how I figure it out now. 

At the time, I realized that she took me 
for a silly little fool, who didn’t know the 
value of money—though she never made 
any objections to my treating her! And 
herein was “the foolishness of the wise, 
which is so often confounded in its own 
conceit!” I felt so complacent with my 
accomplishments late that afternoon when 
we returned to the hotel, that I celebrated 
by permitting that quotation to escape— 
in the privacy of my suite. 


My auto- 
Anyway, 


HAT evening “Mr. Innes” paid his 

second call upon me at the hotel. When 
I saw him standing in the foyer, I knew 
that we were nearing the crucial point of 
the tangle. 

At one of those restaurants where the 
blare of the orchestra drowns conversation 
—and thus renders it private by building 
about it a one-foot acoustic limit—I re- 
ported the progress I had made. 

“That’s fine!” he said. "Much better 
than we expected. It puts the game in 
our hands.” He seemed to concentrate on 
a problem that he did not care to discuss. 
At last he spoke. “I have a swell lay 
already planted for Joyce, and you have 
made the whole thing easy.” 

I looked at my vis-à-vis curiously, but I 
didn’t ask any questions. I knew he was 
a close-mouthed individual. 

"You see, little girl, I'm taking care 
of your heart for you. Which is better— 
for her to be bamboozled by Dude or us?" 
he said teasingly. “Now, here is where 
you come in. Take these little pills"— 
quietly he passed me a small box across 
the table—‘“and feed them one at a time 
to that goggle-eyed pup of yours. It'll 
make her a bit squeamish—just enough to 
make her look woebegone. Above all, don't 
seek out the Millar woman. Let's hope, 
however, that she is around when you take 
the dog for one of its airings. Speak 
about its being sick—you know all that 
sort of thing better than I can tell you. 
Well theres a wonderful ‘vet’ whose 
name and address is written on a piece of 
tissue paper in that box. His place is 
rather far out and is quite a distance from 
any other house—the dogs make so much 
noise, and so on. Bring Joyce and the 
dog there as soon as you conveniently can. 
That’s all." 

The following morning I did not see 
Joyce at all I didn’t give Mimi her 
pill until afternoon. "Then, when I joined 
Miss Criswell for tea, I mentioned the fact 
that I was worried about my pet. She 
looked at it sympathetically, and suggested 
that I take it to her dog doctor. I told 
her I would the next day if Mimi wasn't 
better. 

"Have you seen Mrs. Lewis to-day ?" she 
asked me. I shook my head. “Well, do 
you know what I think? I believe she's 
simply breaking her heart over that waster 
husband of hers. If you ask me, I believe 
she has taken to drink, and is probably ly- 
ing up-stairs paralyzed right now. I'm 
sure you've noticed how nervous she is at 
times ?" 

I said I hadn't, but that I myself was 
of a very nervous temperament. In fact, 
as I had told her before, I was being 
treated by a nerve specialist in order to 
prepare me for the operation on my face. 


And speaking of operations—well, Miss 
Criswell was launched on her favorite 
topic. She chattered on for an hour or so, 
until I left her to take Mimi out for some 
exercise. Another woman had joined us 
and I took care to excuse myself when the 
conversation was at one of its most en- 
grossing points. 

I had observed Mrs. Lewis crossing the 
hotel lobby. It seemed, I was quite sure, 
accidental when I joined her at the en- 
trance. She looked a wreck. 

“I see your friend got back last night,” 
she observed listless]ly. “You'll miss his 
car!” 

“Well, I won't be able to use it all the 
time,” I laughed, “but I can still have 
the use of it occasionally. I'm going to 
call up now, and, if it's in the garage, I'm 
going to run Mimi out to a noted vet for 
treatment." 

It was a shot at random—like many I 
had fired during our acquaintance. Some 
had taken effect; others hadn't. 

"Are you going alone?" she asked. I 
knew she referred to Miss Criswell, whom 
she had grown to detest and carefully 
avoided. 

"Yes, Miss Criswell is busily engaged 
in the discussion of that popular subject— 
‘when I had my operation’,” I said, and 
chuckled. "Like to come along?" 

"Yes, if you don't mind," she said tone- 
lessly. 

“Then just wait until I call up and see 
if the car is there. Do you mind walking 
Mimi up and down?" 

I knew darned well the car was there, 
but I went info a telephone-booth and 
ordered it around. 

When we had both donned our wraps 
and were passing out of the hotel, Joyce 
observed wistfully: 

"You seem to-have such a good time 
always. I’m surprised to see you alone 
so late in the evening." ; 

“It's not late," I objected. “Just around 
half past five. Anyway, if Mimi's sick, 
nobody can drag me away from her to- 
night. I hope, though, that it is nothing 
but a little indigestion " 

During the hour which we spent in 
reaching the address given me by Lennox, 
I carried on the burden of conversation. 
Joyce barely spoke. She sagged in the 
corner of the limousine, despondency in 
every line of her drooping figure and beau- 
tiful, pathetic lips. 





E left the city behind and rolled 

smoothly through a suburb on the 
outskirts of which stood the house which 
was our destination. An attractive place 
of the bungalow type, it was approached 
by a rather long drive. Several dogs 
started barking as the car crunched over 
the gritty surface. 

A large buxom woman, dressed- in a 
nurse's uniform, opened the door. Her 
back was to the light, leaving her fea- 
tures in the shadow. A pleasant smile 
parted her lips, but I felt, rather than saw, 
that the eyes were hard and forbidding. 

I always feel nervous when a crisis ap- 
proaches—fortunately, however, this ner- 
vousness quickens my wits rather than 
stampedes them. What plan was Lennox 
trying to put over, I wondered. 

Before I had finished the thought we 
had entered the comfortably furnished 
combination living-room and foyer. A 
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, Science now advises discard- 
ing cruel steel springs, barbar- 
ous leg straps, and other har- 
ness that press against the rup- 
ture and thus prevent nature from 
healing it. A new sensible method has 
been perfected, called Magic Dot—en- 
tirely different from any other way. 
Instead of “pressing,” it “seals” rup- 
ture, and allows users to run, jump, 
bend and cough in perfect safety. 

With this 1/25th oz. device is a new 
kind of pad, air-porous and washable. 
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True Detective Mysteries 


cheerful fire burned in an open grate. 
.ennox, in his guise of veterinary, rose to 
greet us. 

Immediately she saw him, Joyce's eyes 
lost their daze—they opened to their 
widest extent. She seemed to sense 
danger at once, and turned towards the 
front door. -The woman who had let us 
in was standing with her back against it. 

“The veterinary?” she said, in a choked 
voice. “We've come to see the veterinary 
about a little sick dog d 

“There isn't any 
Lewis," I said coldly. 
a stall ——" 

“Oh! Dude warned me to be careful. 
He didn't trust you. . . . What do you 
want with me?" Evidently the woman 
was so buffaloed that her brain—her ed- 
ucated, clever brain—for the time being, 
anyhow, was numbed. 

“Oh, just those stocks and bonds you 
deposited with your broker," I forced my- 
self to say airily. "Mr. Lennox will ex- 
plain." 

“Why—you're a thief!" She looked at 
me in amazement. “How could you do 
such a thing— 

She really looked so virtuously indig- 
nant that I felt an hysterical inclination to 
laugh aloud. 

A loud, long peal at the door-bell in- 
terrupted us. Joyce opened her mouth, 
but, quick as lightning, before the scream 
which we anticipated burst forth, Lennox 
had reached her side and placed his hand 
over her mouth. A whiff of chloroform 
reached me, and I saw the woman go 
limp. He picked her up and carried her 
out of the room. 

The woman in nurse’s garb opened the 
door. A man burst in. It was Dude. 

“Where's my wife?” he demanded of 
me. His eyes glared wildly, as he seized 
me roughly by the shoulders. “I told her 
to look out for you, you little devil. Some- 
where, I've seen you before P. 

"Cut out the rough stuff, Dude; the 
little girl was simply working under my 
orders. I recognized ‘Mrs Lewis’—she 
worked in a bank where I did a little 
business once—and I just wondered how 
she came to have so much jack.” 

Lennox, sans make-up, had reappeared 
on the scene. He stood regarding Dude 
with an amused smile on his lips, a deadly 
automatic in his hand. The forger's face 
went white with rage. 

"Really, your coming here is quite op- 
portune," Lennox continued. "It will save 
us quite a few complications." 

“Slick Lennox!" Dude muttered, with 
a string of oaths: He knew Lennox's 
reputation. “You're net going to get away 
with this!" he sputtered after a long min- 
ute’s cold silence. “I don't know exactly 


— 





veterinary, Mrs. 
“That was merely 





what you're up to——" 
Bs H, I'm going to give you all the de- 
tails in good time," Lennox an- 


swered smoothly. “In fact, I have an idea 
you are going to help us. And, by the 
bye, I purloined a few of those checks 
you had signed all ready for distribution. 
Come on, now, up-stairs, where we'll have 
a little chat. I know you never carry a 
gat, but there is something else I would 
like to frisk you for. I can't do it in the 
presence of this little lady. "This is what 
you get for butting in—now march !" 
Dude took no chances. He marched. 





Last night ; 
I came home with 
great news" 


"T'p TELEPHONED Ruth that I had a surprise 
for her and she could hardly wait for me to 


get home. You should have seen her face 
when I told her the Boss had called me in and 
given me a $25 increase in salary. 

“ ‘It's wonderful,’ she said, ‘just wonderful, 
Now we can pay some of those bills that have 
been worrying us and even put a little in the 
bank each week. 

“ ‘Remember the night we saw that coupon 
in a magazine and you decided to take up an 
I. C. S. course? It made a new man of you, 
Bob, and I knew it wouldn't be long before the 
firm would notice the difference in your work. 

“ ‘We certainly owe a lot tc the International 
Correspondence Schools. You would never have 
received this increase if you hadn't studied at 
home and prepared yourself for bigger work.’ '* 
How about you? Are you always going to work for a 

small salary? — Are you going to waste your natural 
ability all your life? Or are you golng to get ahead 1n 


a big way? It all depends on what you with your 
spare time. 

Don't let another precious hour pass before you find 
out what the I. C. S. can do for you. It doesn't cost 
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particulars, but that one simple, little act may be 
means of changing your entire life. Do it now! 
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Alluring, Lustrous Nails 
Now so Fashionable 


Smart society’s edict makes this new 
manicure a part of the perfect toilette. 


Each finger tip a jewel of unsurpassed 
loveliness . . . . Nails gleaming with the 
lustre of tinted pearls .... Is it any 
wonder that smart women of fashion 
have decreed lustrous nails as an em- 
phatic part of fashionable grooming? 


Glazo set this vogue .... the wonder- 
ful liquid polish that gives, instantly, a 
rosy, alluring lustre to nails that are dull. 


No buffing. Just a light brush of Glazo 
over the nails. Quickly they assume a 
lovely lustre. After a week this Glazo 
finish is nearly as fresh as the day you 
applied it. Neither soap and water nor 
work can harm it. It will not crack or 
peel or turn an ugly brown. 


Be sure that you get Glazo in dainty 
twin bottles. The polish in one. And in 
the other— Glazo Remover that insures 
the most charming manicure, and saves 
precious polish. . 


The better shops and stores everywhere 
sell Glazo. Ask for it by name. The 
Glazo Company, 209 Blair Ave., Cin- 
cinnati, Ohio; 468 King St., W., Toronto, 
Ont., Canada. 


The Original Liquid Polish Complete 
With Remover . eeee Fifty Cents. 
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True Detective Mysteries 


A lithe, dapper, meticulously dressed chap 
is Dude, with dark, romantic eyes which 
effect deadly work on susceptible ladies. 
Before becoming a forger he had been a 
very successful he-vamp—that, however, 
had never interfered with his mania for 
the gaming-tables. 

When the two men left the room, I 
turned to the nurse, who had gone up-stairs 
during Lennox’s encounter with Dude, 
but had now returned and was seated at 
the fireside, tranquilly crocheting. 

“Oh, I do hope that poor kid won't 
suffer very much," I said, half to myself, 
for I certainly didn't expect to find re- 
sponsive understanding in the hard-fea- 
tured woman. 

"Oh, don't worry about that, dearie," 
she said, heartlessly. “She'll suffer, of 
course, but I'll help her a bit. When I 
was a matron in the Raymond Street Jail 
I got lots of 'em. ‘That flossie up-stairs 
managed to inhale a good-sized ‘drift’ be- 
fore I got to her. She's laughing now— 
defiant and all that sort of thing—but just 
wait a few hours. I took away all she 
had on her ^x 

Another peal at the bell! 
two long-drawn-out peals! 

Without showing any evidence of agi- 
tation, the ex-matron got to her feet with 
a lack of effort astonishing in one of her 
bulk, and went to the door. 

I heard the murmur of voices. 
the door was closed. The woman, who 
now introduced herself to me as Mrs. 
Watson, returned and complacently re- 
sumed her crocheting. 

Nor did the sounds of someone work- 
ing on the door perturb her. She offered 
no explanation, and so I asked who had 
rung the bell and if she heard some one 
scratching on the door. 

"Oh, yes, thats a man come to take 
down the vet signs," she said, “and to take 
away the dogs. I'll say that showman 
Delasco ain’t got anything on Mr. Lennox 
for setting a stage.” 

Lennox came down about half an hour 
later, and told me to return the following 
day. 

“You ve done great work, kid," he con- 
gratulated me. “The rest is going to be 
easy.” 

“But won't they miss Joyce Millar at the 
hotel?” I had been worrying over that 
part of the scheme. 

“No, not until the day after to-morrow, 
anyway,” he said. “She doesn’t usually 
rise until late, and ‘someone’ will see that 
her bed is mussed up as if she had been 
sleeping there. Dude stays out all night 
quite often, anyway. Now run along and 
have a good rest and come back to- 
morrow.” 





This time 


Then 


WAS glad to get out of the place. 

Away from the house where I knew the 
unfortunate ex-secretary was facing the 
sudden withdrawal of her drug, I might 
be able to banish from my mind the 
agonies and tortures beyond description 
which she would undergo. 

The matron was, of course, remaining 
overnight. 

It was arouna two o’clock in the after- 
noon of the following day before Joyce 
gave in and promised to follow instruc- 
tions. Mercifully, I was spared the sight 
of her sufferings. It was the Dude, to 
whom the money meant far less than it did 


to the “financial wizard,’ who caved in 
first. 

Lennox sent me a typewritten note 
signed by Mrs. Frederick Lewis and di- 
recting that her bonds be delivered to me 
—her "secretary." 

"Mrs. Lewis is leaving town,” I ex- 
plained at the broker’s. “She is going back 
to New York and she has received a tip 
that there was a mistake about Cantbeat 
Candy. She is going to hold on to the 
bonds she has for a little while." 

I tried to be very ingenious about it and 
handed them a check to cover the charge 
for their services. It was signed by Mrs. 
Lewis, but the amount had been left blank, 
I think I put it over very well, but where 
so many thousands of dollars are con- 
cerned, brokers are canny customers. 
They carefully compared the signatures of 
the letter and check with Mrs. Lewis's 
signature which they had on file. "Then, 
before handing the bonds over to me, they 
called up the hotel and asked for Mrs. 
Lewis. 

This didn't faze me in the least, for the 
last thing I had done before entering the 
broker's office was to telephone the hotel 
myself from a public booth -near-by.-io 
make sure the girl operative we had 
planted in Mrs. Lewis's room was there 
to answer in Mrs. Lewis's peculiarly arti- 
ficial accents. 

Lennox let Dude go as soon as I re- 
turned with the bonds. Dude didn't dare 
betray Lennox, and reprisal wasn't in his 
scheme of life. But Joyce was kept. Her 
"husband" didn't want to be encumbered 
with her, anyway. «What would have hap- 


pened to her, heaven only knows, if Mr, 


Browne had not directed her removal to 
a sanitarium for drug addicts. 


E found that Joyce had been specu- 

lating a little, and that the value of 
her bonds was $105,000. The difference 
was spent, with Menken's approval, for 
curing Joyce of the drug habit. “But 
won't she suspect that, since we-kept the 
exact amount she stole, we must have been 
working for Menken?” I asked Mr. 
Browne, for usually he covered every pos- 
sible contingency. 

“No, she really thinks the bonds were 
stolen from her,” he said, with a smile. 
“That hard-boiled police matron acted 
the part of a benevolent—even if crim- 
inal—soul. She really» nursed the girl 
very kindly. Then, when Miss Millar-was 
in a condition to listen to reason, Mrs. 
Watson told her of a sanitarium where 
she could pay for treatment by doing some 
kind of light work." 

"And how did the sanitarium people 
come to play up?" 

I was still puzzled. 

"Oh, with them also Mrs. Watson 
played a little part. "Told them that she 
was a relative of Joyce Millar and that 
if the young lady knew how expensive the 
treatment was she would refuse to take it. 
Also, that work should really be her 
salvation—and it will be." 

Mr. Browne was right. Joyce Millar 
entered the sanitarium three years ago. 
With her innate gift of taking on the tone 
of her surroundings, she became intensely 
interested in the work and, when she was 
cured, entered a hospital as probationer. 
She is now great friends with Mrs. Watson, 
and leads a happy, useful existence. 
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Well made and effective, modelled on latest 

type of Revolver; appearance alone is 
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a little instrument, fits in the 
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ERE'S a brand-new 
Service... ..tested, 
checked and re- 

checked for months with 
literally thousands of speci- 






Laura Doremus, famous graph- 
ologist, vice-president of the Con- 
tinental A merican Gra phological 
Society. She will analyse your 


writing. 
mens of handwriting. 
Through the science of 
ry prot a — = 
sis of characteristics shown ? 
by handwriting)—it is now This New Service Is FREE 


possible to select from a 
gigantic stock of pens the 
14-karat solid gold, iridium- 
tipped point exactly suited to your 
style of writing and of holding a pen. 


To fit dozens of different types 
of handwriting, our pen point 
makers have developed dozens of 
new types of pen points which are 
not sold in retail stores. 


The Perfect Point For You— 
Your handwriting tells exactly what 
kind of point you need. One of the 
most famous graphologists in Ameri- 
ca has been engaged to study your 
handwriting and make the scien- 
tifically correct selection. This 
great innovation now makes buying 
M fountain pen by mail—sending a spec- 
men of your handwriting—the ideal way 
to get a pen. Alsothe economical way. 

Even if the retail stores could be in- 
duced to carry in stock a larger vari- 
ety of pen points to really match the 
many different types of handwriting 
—they could not carry such a wide 
variety as is now available to you. 

“In choosing the right pen point," 
according to graphologists, “a writer 
is facilitating the action of the 
mind. A 'balky' pen checks the flow 
not only of your writing but of the 






Graphologisis analyze above writing as 


showing idealism, individuality, affec- 
tion, humor and love of adventure, 





Graphologists analyse above as showing 
business ability, caution sincerity, jolly 
disposition, breezy personality. 


RESERVOIR PEN 


Our new Service—Graphological Ante of 
your Handwriting for the Proper Selection of 
Pen Point—is FREE to every purchaser of a Postal 
Pen. If in addition you would like to know what 
the Science of Graphology can tell about your charac- 
ter, or the character of a friend, from handwriting, 
read text panel at left of coupon below. 


The Postal Pn t— Guaranteed 
$7 to $8.75 Quals You save approxi- 
mately two-thirds of t! the cust by buying direct from 
us. Salesmen's, jobbers’ and retailers’ discounts are 
eliminated. You get a pen absolutely guaranteed 
to be made of the same unbreakable materials as 
pens selling from $7 to $8.75—and so officially 
proved on many occasions. 


And the Postal Pen has exclusive improvements 
ich you can find in no other fountain pen at any 
price. 


In the Postal Pen you can actually see your ink 
supply at all times. Its barrel is trarsparent—un- 

reakable. Never runsainexpectedly dry. It actually 
holds 3 to 4 times more ink than ordinary pens— 
writes three times as long from each filling. Ideal for 
Treasurers or others who must sign their name often 
or write for hours at a time, 


30-Day Free Test 


Where else could you buy a fountain pen on 
yc gr and return it after filling it with 

and using it for 30 days? The Postal 

Pen must convince you of its real superi- 
ority by its peel performance — or your 


money is refunded 
Be among the pe to send this coupon 



















thoughts of which writing is the 
mirror.’ 


with your handwriting for analysis. Mail 


POSTAL PEN CO., Inc. Desk 255 coupon today. 


41 Park Row New York City 
[je comes ee ee en ee OUS ND GA GN Une GU SD SNP ND S Ge OO Aw Wurm OM C US EXE NEN NE RES MD 


P For Character Analysis of Hand- Postal Pen Co., Inc., Desk 255, 41 Park Row, N. Y. C. 



















Read These Remarkable 








writing—Enclose 25c Extra Gentlemen:—Please send me a Postal Pen fitted with Postal Features 
When Ordering Pen pon gard suited to handwriting specimen enclosed Tisseeresd Barrel -àfsays bows 


I will pay postman $2.50 e receipt of 
and reserve the right to return it if 1 am not satis’ 
after 30 days’ use and you guarantee to refund fuli pur- 
chase price. O Men's O Ladies’. 


your ink supply. 





If, in addition to the free grapholog- 
ical selection of proper pen point, you 
want to know what Graphology can 
tell about your character and person- 
ality from your handwriting, check 
here O and enclose 25c nox om 
rdering your pen. Miss Dore 
agreed to make a brief b but recast 
J and: personally handled Character 

Analysis bf each specimen of hand- 
writing for this nominal fee, much 
lower than customary fee. You 








3 to 4 times more ink—Greatest 
"writing mileage.” 


Unbreakable— Auto S have run 
over it without breaking 


14-karat Solid Gold Point—Tipped 
with finest DIST oothest writ- 

ing point selected for your 

style of writing. * 






























Guaranteed equal in workmanship 
can have your owa oF anyone's hand- EE T bias TT ees cane oV TITLES "x material to pes eling at 87 to 
writing analyzed .75 or more. 


